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l»IM>M    KIIIMHTH 


Jimmy  had  been  a  little  nervous  as  to  how  he'd  stack  up.  He'd  been 
wearing  regular  ROYAL  clothes  for  quite  a  while — this  was  his  first 
ROYAL  "soup  and  fish."  But  from  the  moment  he  stepped  onto  the 
floor  he  knew  that  he  was  ROYALLY  RIGHT — as  quietly,  unob- 
trusively correct,  down  to  the  last  button  and  seam,  as  all  the  men 
around  him. 

Check  up — get  the  old  tux  oH  the  hanger — pretty  much  out  of  style, 
isn't  it?   Sell  it  to  the  old  clothes  man  and  Qet  a  Royal ! 


PINE  QUALITY 


EXTRA  FINE  QUALITY  SUPER  FINE  QUALITY 


ItaE  Royal  Tailors  Inc. 

IN    10,000    CITIES 

1641  Orrington  Avenue 
Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and  Saturday  Evenings 

The  Tiger  on  the  Label  f 
a  Guarantee  of  Worth* 
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in  the 

Beautiful  Marine  Dining 
Room 

of  the 

EDGEWATER  BEACH 
HOTEL 


Every  Friday  Night  is 
Fraternity  Night,  also 
Northwestern  Night. 


Ted  Fiorito  and  His 
Famous  Orchestra 
Plays    Every    Night. 


Dancing  iwtil  one  o'clock  every  Friday 


HOLIDAYS 

DOESN'T  the  word  suggest  good 
TIMES — wonderful  parties — 
GOOD  FOOD?  "" 
THE  PANTRY  is  the  estabHshed 
HOLIDAY  RENDEZVOUS- 
AFTER  every  party  just 
EVERYBODY  will  be  there— 
HOLIDAYS  without  the  Pantry  are 
UNTHINKABLE,  aren't  they? 

THE  PANTRY 

On  Davis,  opposite  North  Shore  Hotel 


THE  CAVALIER  TUXEDO 

By 

KUPPENHEIMER 

In  the  authentic 
university  style. 
You'll  want  one 
for  the  coming 
holiday  social 
functions. 

AN  UNUSUAL  VALUE 
AT 

1502!! 

Also  Dress  Accessories 

E.  S.  EHMEN 

1/2  Block  North  of  Varsity  Theater 


Special  Xmas 

Gift  Boxes  of 

Ring-Ting  Candies 

$1  — $2 


Your  fraternity  colors 
and  insignia,  worked 
out  in  special  candies 
makes  an  exceptionally 
attractive  gift. 


■Ring-ting  CanDy  Shops 

1553  Sherman  Ave. 

at  Grove  St. 


We  deliver 


Greenleaf  2030 


PURPLE  f^  PARROT 


1561  Howard  Street 

One  Block  East  of  "'L" 

''A  Delightful  Place  to 
Dine  and  Dance^^ 

Jerry  Potter's  Famous 
Limehouse  Orchestra 

Plays  Every  Night 

NO    COVER    CHARGE 


"NORTHWESTERN  NIGHT' 

Every  Friday 
College  Songs — Souvenirs — Fun 


New  Year's  Eve  Reservation  Now 


Said  a  colored  man  to  a  white  man, 
"Fo'  no  reason  'tall,  a  big  Irishman  wal- 
loped me  last  night." 

"That's  impossible.  What  were  you 
doing?" 

"Ah  was  singin'." 

"What  were  you  singing?" 

"Ah  wuz  singin'  'Ireland  must  be 
heaven,  for  my  mother  came  from 
there.'  " 

Hulla  Baloo. 


Lloyd — I  can't  keep  my  date  tonight. 
Boyd — What's  wrong? 
Lloyd— Well,  if  I  kiss  Polly,  I'll  give 
her  Irene's  cold. 

Flamingo. 


)^^ 


"Have  a  good  time  last  night?" 
"I  was  drilled  cadaver!" 
"Meaning  which?" 
"Bored  stiff!!" 

Satyi 


0\ 

A  Happy 
Environment 

Come  to  the  Plaza  for  breakfast,  luncheon, 
or  dinner.     Tasty,  delicious  foods,  served 
in  a  happy,  wholesome  environment,  with 
sparkling  silver  and  snow-white  linen. 

Besides,    you'll  like  our  3-minute  service, 
our  moderate  prices. 

LIBRARY  PLAZA 

CAFETERIA 

In  the  Library  Plaza  Hotel 

Orrington  Avenue  just  South  of  Church  Street 
Open  6  a.  m.  to  7:45  p.  m.  including  Sundays 

OPEN  6  A.  M. 

to  7:45  P.  M. 

INCLUDING 

SUNDAYS 

PURPLE 


PARROT 


At   the   Dining   Hall — What   do  you 
generally  get  for  breakfast? 

He — Nothing  but  a  bawling  out  from 
the  waiter  for  getting  in  late. 

Pup. 


^%^4 


Husband:     "The  doctor  has  ordered 
me  to  keep  to  a  diet  of  sea  food." 

Wife:     "Oh,  fine!      I'll  bake  you  a 
sponge  cake  right  away!" 

Mugivump. 


"Whuffo',  you  rubberin'  at  me  lak  'at 
foah,  black  boy?" 

"Ah's  jus'  a-lookin'  you  ovah  foah  a 
grand  slam,  pardner." 

"Well,  jess  don'  trj'  any  of  yo'  tricks, 
bub,  cause  I'll  club  you  down,  trump  all 
ovah  yo'  daid  body,  spade  you  under,  an' 
bury  you  wid  simple  honors." 

Chaparral. 


Berg  &  Isenberg 

106   West   Lake   St. 
CHICAGO 


SUITS 

The  New  Browns  and  Blues  are 
here.     You  will  like  them. 

OVERCOATS  . 

Special  $-^050 

A  Beautiful  Single  Breasted  Over- 
coat, Fly  Front  and  Button  Thru. 
In  all  colors  and  fabrics. 


University  Styled  Tuxedo 
Exceptional  Value  at  $35 


Money  returned  on  any  purchase  withou  t  conversation 


PATRONIZE    PARROT    AD V ERTI  SERS  — TH E Y     HAVE 
THE    BEST    OF    WHAT    YOU    WANT 


ART:  Page 

Academy  of  Fine  Arts 30 

AUTOMOBILES: 

Evanston   Dodge   Co 31 

BEAUTY  SHOPS: 

Marie    Lehn 31 

Gorgette  Hair  Shop 28 

BOOKS: 

Chandler's ..29 

Silberman's  Book  Store 31 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE: 

Moser  Business  College 32 

CAFE: 

Limehouse  Cafe 2 

CAFETERIAS: 

Library  Plaza  Cafeteria 2 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 28 

CANDY  SHOPS: 

Beach  8C  Geils 26 

Ring-Ting  Candy 1 

DEPARTMENT  STORE: 

Rosenberg's 32 

DRESS  SHOPS: 

Sally    Deane 32 

Eva  Karon  Schur 29 

ELECTRIC: 

Western  Electric 6 

FLORISTS: 

London   Flower  Shop 5 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 28 

HOTEL: 

Edgewater    Beach    Hotel 1 


JEWELERS:  Page 

Lee  Nelson 4 

Henry  J.  Baby 26 

MAGAZINES: 

College  Humor      ....     Inside  Back  Cover 

MEN'S  FURNISHINGS: 

All   American  Tailors 27 

Berg  &  Isenberg 3 

E.   S.   Ehmcn 1 

Finchley 3 

Hay's   Gloves 27 

Royal  Tailors     ....      Incide  Frcnt  Cover 

MISCELLANEOUS: 

North  Shore   Letter  Service 5 

Junior   Prom Inside  Back  Cover 

MUSIC    SHOP: 

Carlton  Kaumeyer 4 

OPTICIAN: 

Aimer  Coe  SC  Co 28 

SHOES: 

Kotz  Shoes 5 

TEA  ROOMS: 

Bob  o'Link 32 

Du  Brieul's 5 

Hew's  Waffle  Shop 30 

North  Shore  Coffee  Shop 26 

The      Pantry 1 

Polly 27 

University   Restaurant 31 

TOBACCO: 

American  Tobacco 

P.  Lorillard  &  Co.      .      .      . 


Back  Cove*- 
.     .     .     25 


LEE  NELSON 

Jeweler —  Optician 

1626  Orrington  Ave.       University  461 
REPAIRING 
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Satyr. 

PARROT 


Sigma — If  two  pears  make  four,  and  a 
peach  can  make  any  number — 
Pop — Yes,  go  on. 
Sigma — What  can  a  lemon  make? 
Pop — Give  up. 
Sigma — Juice,  boy,  juice! 

Pup. 


'Mm^ 


"These  eggs  aren't  fresh." 
"Why,  I  just  brought  them  in  from 
the  country  myself." 
"What  country?" 

Mugwump. 


THEMES   bring  A'S   and 
THESES   bring  M.A.'S  when 

PROPERLY  TYPED 

Secretarial  Service:    Spelling,  Punctuation,  and  grammatical 

corrections  FREE  OF  CHARGE 

"Accuracy-First  :  Quality-Ahvays" 

NORTH  SHORE  LETTER  SERVICE 

ILMA  V.  ROSENBERG 

634  Davis  St.— 2nd  Floor 
"Chandler's" — "Over  Walgreen's" 
TYPING  Books  or  MSs.— MIMEOGRAPHING  a  Manua'— 
MULTIGRAPHING    a   series    of  Letters— or   ADDRESS- 
ING a  Mailing  List — we  can  give  you  comp'ete  service  for — 
"We're  NEAR  Enough— WHEREVER  you  Are!" 
University  740 


WHEN    VOU  THINK  OF    FLOWERS 
■^        —     .  think:  of 


'"eva^n^sX^,.?"-     Phone  Uaiver5ity632 ]54Z 

FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


AFTER 

The  Informal 
The  Basketball  Game 
The  Swimming  Meet 
That  Midsemester 


'  MeettheGangatDuB'  s 


Du  BREUILS 

620  Davis  Street 


THE 
"CHIC 


ALL 

ONE 
PRICE 


ONE  OF 

MANY  NEW  STYLES 

JUST  RECEIVED 


WORTH 
MUCH 
MOR  E 


HOSIERY  SPECIAL 

FULL-FASHIONED  SHEER   %^    IQ 
CHIFFON ''^  1  PR 

EVERY  PAIR  PERFECT— WORTH  $1.50 


ATTRACTIVE  STYLES  FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

KOTZ    SHOE    STORES,    Inc. 
619  DAVIS  STREET 


PURPLE 


PARROT 


Life 


has  its  cheer- 
ing sections,  too... 

Entire  industries  are  ready  to  rise  in 
homage  to  men  who  will  lead  the  way 
through  the  riddles  of  physical  and 
financial  phenomena,  of  chemical  and 
commercial  mysteries.  The  world  and  its 
workers  need,  not  just  one  captain  to 
inspire  victories,  but  a  whole  host. 

There  is  no  limit  to  the  size  of  the 
teams  a   man   can   command;   no 


limit  to  the  importance  of  the  position  he 
plays;  no  limit  to  his  eligibility  save  his 
own  desire  to  make  and  retain  a  place 
for  himself. 

Who  will  do  for  the  telephone  mak- 
ing of  the  1950's  what  its  leaders 
are  doing  today — if  not  the  men  of 
the  1930's  u'ho  are  just  now  enter- 
ins  the  field? 


SINCE    1882    MANUFACTURERS     FOR    THE     BELL     SYSTEM 


There  Was  a  Little  eMan 

CAh!  'Twas  Benny  DeVoto 

^y  Harris  Ingram 


Once  upon  a  time  a  funny  little  man 
came  to  Northwestern  to  teach  English. 
He  wore  a  suit  that  was  always  two  or 
three  years  behind  times,  with  the 
trousers  that  began  some  inches  above  a 
thin,  unshapely  ankle.  His  collar  was 
usually  of  a  wrinkable  variety,  for  it  had 
creases  in  places,  where  laundries  do  not 
put  creases.  It  usually  fit  funnily  upon 
his  neck,  which  was  longer  than  it  should 
have  been  and  which  possessed  an  ex- 
traordinarily large  bump  which  some 
called  an  over-grown  Adam's  apple.  And 
then,  in  due  time,  one  gazed  upon  his 
face  which  it  has  been  told  me  was  run 
over  by  a  wagon  wheel  when  he  was  a 
baby  and  which  still  showed  remnants  of 
the  skirmish.  Somehow  or  other  one 
thought  that  his  field  should  have  been 
Greek  or  pig  Latin  because,  well,  because 
he  seemed  that  way. 

But  it  developed  that  he  was  a  genius. 
He  told  his  classes  so  himself.  He  re- 
marked that  he  was  a  stylist,  and  more 
— that  he  wrote  some  of  the  best  things 
on  the  market.  Now,  the  strangest 
thing  of  all  was  that  he  considered  him- 
self an  intellectual.  He  talked  calmly 
and  without  a  blush  about  matters  of 
sex.  He  even  enjoyed  the  slight  crimson 
colors  and  the  squirmings  of  his  scholars 
who  somehow  or  other  felt  that  even  to 
be  an  intellectual,  sex  talks  were  unneces- 
sary. But,  of  course,  they  were  wrong. 
They  were  but  boys,  and  knew  too  little 
of  the  world.  He  failed  to  answer  their 
inquisitive  looks  which  said:  How  in 
hell  did  you  ever  find  out  anything  about 
sex?  But,  that  wasn't  all.  He  read 
Mencken.  And  enjoyed  him.  He  went 
farther    and    originated    a    cult    of  the 


greater  minds  of  Northwestern.  And 
each  Sunday  afternoon  found  his  apart- 
ment populated  by  those  who  read  Men- 
cken, too,  and  who  needed  an  A  in  his 
course  for  something  or  other.  Of 
course,  some  people  failed  to  show  up  at 
these  gatherings  and  consequently  were 
ranked  as  know-nothings,  as  people  who 
cared  little  for  the  intellectual  life,  and 
as  people  who  were  submissive,  dumb, 
and  worst  of  all,  as  plebeians. 

Now,  in  due  time,  this  little  man  left 
the  school  of  the  Purple.  The  football 
teams  were  becoming  so  good  that  he 
couldn't  razz  them.  More,  too,  was  that 
he  was  now  married,  and  friend  wifey 
didn't  really  enjoy  the  thoughts  that  he 
might  be  still  writing  sonnets  to  the  knees 
of  the  girl  who  sat  in  his  eight  o'clock 
class.  So,  they  packed  up  and  went  to 
Harvard.  Now,  something  went  wrong 
here.  He  tried  to  establish  his  Sunday 
afternoon  cult  but  as  he  was  not  teaching 
and  as  no  one  needed  A's  the  meetings 
were  attended  by  only  himself  and  his 
wife,  who  contented  themselves  with  the 
reading  of  James  Joyce's  Ulysses  and 
Mencken's  literature  for  the  adolescent 
mind.  It  distressed  him.  What  to  do? 
What  to  do?  Well,  the  pen  is  mightier 
than  the  sword,  said  he  to  himself; 
and    so    he    began    writing    stories    for 


the  more  bourgeois  magazines  such  as 
the  Saturday  Evening  Post,  and  Red 
Book,  etc.  That  hurt  him,  kind  of,  be- 
cause his  memory  sustained  his  conscience 
with  the  realization  that  often  he  had 
ranted  and  raved  about  the  said  publica- 
tions.   But,  oh  well,  what  did  it  matter? 

The  thing  that  hurt  him  most  of  all 
was  that  Northwestern  was  getting  on 
very  well  without  him.  It  never  re- 
membered him  nor  his  funny  little  face. 
It  never  recalled  him  striding  down 
Sheridan  Road,  with  his  cane  in  hand 
and  his  bonnet  securely  on  his  mammoth 
brain,  he,  the  genius.  And  so,  needing 
money,  anyway,  he  sat  down  and  wrote 
an  article  about  that  school.  He  wrote 
about  men,  never  thinking  for  a  minute 
that  he  was  one,  too.  And  what  he  said 
was  a  scream.  Geniuses  can  be  so 
funny.  But,  anyway,  when  he  was 
through,  he  licked  a  stamp  and  sent  it  to 
College  Humor  which  prints  funny 
things ;  and  they  took  it.  And  so  he  was 
happy  as  a  little  lark.  He  drew  in  a  deep  • 
breath  and  said:  "Ah!  Me  and 
Mencken!"  And  then  he  went  home, 
serene  and  content,  to  tell  his  wife  how 
lucky  was  she. 

And  at  Atlantis  which  is  his  pseu- 
donym for  Northwestern,  the  moon  still 
shines  and  the  wind  sweeps  across  a  cam- 
pus that  is  happy  and  pretty.  And  every 
once  in  a  while  the  name  of  the  genius 
will  be  mentioned  and  laughter  will  arise 
and  permeate  the  room,  the  walk,  or 
wherever  the  incident  takes  place.  And 
then  from  somewhere,  one  of  Northwest- 
ern's  pretty  girls  will  grin  and  say : 
".  .  .  Who?  Benny  De  Voto?  .  .  . 
wasn't  he  the  funniest  thing?   .   .   ." 


roiti 

^y  W.  H.  Fetridge 


C4  Story 

of  a 

Mood 


/"TX  ECEMBER  had  come   to  the  campus.     The  soft 

/  I  flurries  of  the  first  snow  had  barely  settled  into 
OC^  their  chosen  places  before  the  great  chimes  in  the 
gre)'  tower  of  University  Hall  had  begun  to  toll  their 
dolorous  song.  Midnight.  All  was  very  quiet,  and  very 
peaceful.  No  wind  stirred  amongst  the  bared  limbs  of  the 
trees  and  no  sound  whispered  itself  into  existence  in  the  silent- 
ness  that  was  night.  The  campus,  cuddled  serenely  in  its 
bed  of  trees,  was  white  and  pretty  in  the  light  of  the  full 
moon  which  shone  overhead. 

It  was  a  pretty  moon.  It  lighted  the  sky  in  which  it  was 
hung  and  made  it  very  grey  in  shade.  It  lighted  the  earth 
and  made  it  pleasant  and  peaceful.  It  was  a  very  beautiful 
night. 

Not  a  soul  stirred.  Unbroken  snow  covered  the  old  walks 
in  mute  testimony  of  that  fact,  and  the  buildings  loomed  as 
dark  objects  from  which  no  gleam  of  light  issued  and  seemed 
stolidly  a  part  of  the  beauty  of  the  whole  picture.  Even  the 
quads  were  devoid  of  activity,  and  seemed  strangely  asleep 
even  for  this  hour  of  the  night.  It  was  only  the  lighthouse 
far  up  the  shore  that  was  awake  and  it  was  dutifully  sending 
its  long  light  out  into  the  calm  lake  which  was  itself  aglow 
in  the  reflection  of  the  great  moon. 

Silence.  From  the  grey-spired  towers  of  U.  H.  to  sleep- 
ing fraternity  houses  far  up  north.  All  was  pleasant.  All 
was  contentment.     The  world  was  asleep. 

Suddenly,  far  up  near  the  fraternity  houses,  a  door 
screeched  open,  then  fluttered  shut  and  finally  swished  back 
into  place.  From  the  shadows  emerged  a  figure  walking 
slowly  down  the  path  of  whiteness.  Shadows  immersed  him 
again  but  the  crunch,  crunch,  crunch  of  his  footsteps  sounded 
the  story  of  his  progress.  After  a  moment  or  two,  he  again 
came  out  of  the  shadows  and  in  the  light  of  the  moon  was 
plainly  visible.  He  was  hatless  and  his  hair  fluttered  as  a 
new  breeze  enveloped  him. 

In  the  light  of  the  moon  his  figure  was  revealed, — sturdy, 
strong.  He  was  without  a  great  coat  and  his  head  was 
bared,  displaying  dark  hair  that  must  have  mocked  at  combs. 
It  was  his  face,  perhaps,  which  would  have  been  remembered 
had  a  chance  passerby  encountered  him.  A  chin  that  showed 
strength.  A  mouth,  too  wide  to  be  handsome,  yet  pleasant 
to  look  upon  because  of  the  upward  quirks  at  each  end.  Eyes, 
small  eyes  that  stared  moodily  at  the  great  moon  in  the  sky. 
A  round  face;  an  ugly  face;  friendly  and  interesting. 

But  no  passerby  encountered  him.  He  was  alone.  His 
slow  methodical  walk  soon  left  the  fraternity  houses  behind. 
Past  the  bald  observatory,  beautiful  to  behold  in  the  light  of 
the  moon.  Past  the  cylindrical-shaped  gym,  gleaming  in  the 
whiteness  of  the  night.  Into  the  shadows  of  the  biblical 
school,  and  his  steps  were  hollow  on  the  pavement.  Past 
the  ugly  house  of  vines,  across  the  jagged  road  and  through 
the  iron  gates.  The  engineering  school,  greyer  than  usual, 
repellent  even  in  this  night  of  beauty.  And  to  the  right,  the 
library,  in  its  nest  of  trees, — silent,  brooding,  and  asleep.  A 
little  farther,  and  he  was  before  the  old  chapel,  now  the 
building  of  business,  strangely  still  for  even  so  late  an  hour. 
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Then  to  his  left,  the  lake,  a  road  of  silver  in  the  light  of  the 
moon.  To  his  right,  the  meadow,  covered  with  its  blanket 
of  snow.  Crunch,  crunch,  crunch.  Farther,  and  the  shadow 
of  the  school  of  speech  was  beside  him.  Then  the  greyness 
of  University  Hall  and  the  whiteness  of  its  newer  brother, 
Harris. 

He  stood  quite  still  for  a  moment  when  he  had  reached 
the  Fountain  Rock,  and  turned  and  stared  up  at  the  illumined 
clock  in  the  tower.  Twelve-twenty.  He  brushed  his  hand 
through  his  hair  and  shook  himself  as  though  to  awake  from 
his  mood.    But  it  seemed  upon  him  for  good. 

He  was  tired.  No  sleep  the  night  before  and  no  rest  to- 
day. The  Senior  Log  beckoned  friendly.  He  approached 
it  and  sat  down  and  muttered  to  himself.  Damn.  Shouldn't 
be  sitting  there.  He  was  only  a  junior.  But,  what  the  hell 
did  it  matter?  What  did  anything  matter?  Damn.  Wish 
he  were  far  away  from  the  campus,  far  away  from  every- 
thing he  ever  knew.  What  a  world  this  was.  No  one  to 
turn  to  when  he  wanted  comfort.  Yes,  he  was  a  fraternity 
man,  but  how  little  that  meant  in  reality.  Didn't  mean  a 
thing.  Clubs,  that's  all.  If  he  were  to  leave  tomorrow  no 
one  would  remember  him  the  next  day,  that  is,  no  one  but 
maybe  Bill  and  Jane  ...  or  would  Jane  care? 

That  was  the  whole  trouble.  What  was  wrong  with  her? 
Why  was  she  acting  so  strangely  of  late?  Here  it  was  a 
week  and  a  half  to  her  party  and  she  hadn't  asked  him  to  go. 
Damn.  Oh,  why  did  .  .  .  and  Bill  had  said  that  he  heard 
she  was  taking  Dink  Lewis  over  at  the  Tau  Zete  house. 
Lord  knows,  there  would  be  hell  brewing  if  she  did.  But 
what  was  wrong?  She  said  that  she  loved  him  and  he  knew 
that  he  loved  her.  If  a  girl  really  cared  for  a  fellow  she 
surely  would  ask  him  to  her  sorority  party.  Gosh,  if  she 
.  .  .  kind  of  cold  out  here.  Wish  he'd  worn  an  overcoat. 
What  did  it  matter?  Maybe 
he'd  catch  cold  and  get  pneu- 
monia and  die.  Then,  she'd 
care, — after  it  was  too  late. 
Well  one  thing,  he  wasn't 
asking  her  to  the  Junior 
Prom  until  he'd  found  out. 
If  he  wasn't  good  enough  to 
go  to  her  party,  then  she 
could  find  somebody  else  who 
would  take  her  to  the  Prom. 
But  that  was  just  the 
trouble.  If  he  stepped  out. 
there  would  be  a  hundred 
and  one  fellows  out  after  her 
in  a  jiffy.  And  they  would 
be  fellows  with  money  and  a 
car  and  clothes ;  fellows,  who 
could  show  her  one  s\vell  time 
of  them,  and  maybe  when  she  was  tired  she'd  come  back  to 
someone  who  really  and  truly  loved  her.  But,  oh — why 
should  there  be  such  a  mess?  He  couldn't  live  without  her. 
She  was  the  sweetest  thing  in  the  world.     She  meant  every- 


Oh,  well,  let  her  get  her  fill 


thing  to  him.    His  very  life.    Without  her,  and  he  shuddered 
at  the  thought. 

Gee,  but  it  was  getting  cold.  Bong!  One  bong!  One 
o'clock.  He  hadn't  even  noticed  the  twelve-thirty  chimes. 
Oh  well,  but  what  was  he  going  to  do  ?  She  had  been  act- 
ing funny  all  week,  anyhow.  She  hadn't  been  able  to  see 
him  after  classes  and  she  couldn't  go  to  the  library  and 
she  .  .  .  Well,  he  might  as  well  be  fair  with  himself.  When 
he  honestly  surveyed  everything,  he  had  to  be  truthful  and 
say  that  he   really  didn't  think  that  she  loved   him.      No. 

That  was  where  the  rub      

came  in.  He  was  always 
worrying  that  she  didn't 
love  him,  always  realiz- 
ing somehow  or  other 
that  she  didn't,  and  way 
down  deep,  he  knew  that 
she  didn't.  Why,  re- 
member,— remember  the 
time  she  had  .  .  .  but 
why  go  into  that.  Life 
was  distressing  enough. 
He  ought  to  be  a  man 
about  this  thing.  What 
ought  he  do  ?  He  could 
stay  and  face  it  all,  and 
maybe  not  speak  to  her. 
Sort  of  give  her  the  cold 
shoulder  and  let  people 
think  that  he  had  given 
her  the  air.  Or  he  could 
go  away  ...  go  away. 
That  was  the  ticket  .  .  . 
go  away  to  Europe ;  bum, 
and  travel,  and  learn 
something  of  the  world. 
And  she'd  be  sorry.  She'd 
realize  then  that  she  had 
lost  something.  And, 
some  day,  when  he  was 
famous  as  a  writer  or  as 
an  ambassador  or  some- 
thing, he'd  meet  her  and 
she'd  realize  her  mistake. 
When  would  he  go? 
Why  not  tomorrow  ? 
School  was  hateful  to 
him  anyway.  Hell,  the 
reason  he  had  come  to 
school  this  semester  was 
to  be  near  her.  Damn 
right.  He'd  go  tomor- 
row. The  sooner  the  better.  Maybe  tonight.  She'd  be  sorry. 
Maybe  he'd  drop  her  a  card  from  Tokio  or  Paris,  a  kind  of 
sarcastic,  or  maybe  a  light-hearted  one.  Women,  bah !  They 
could  go  to  the  devil ! 

Let's  see.  One-fifteen.  Might  as  well  go  home,  to  that 
damn  fraternity  house.  Hell.  Oh  well,  tomorrow,  and  it 
would  all  be  over  .  .  .  and  she'd  be  sorry,  doggone  sorry. 

Past  the  shadows  of  Annie  May,  between  the  woods  and 
the  meadows;  past  the  commerce  school,  the  hidden  library 
and  the  austere  engineering ;  the  gates,  the  vine  covered  house, 
Garrett,  the  gym;  the  bald  old  observatory;  the  fraternity 
houses.     He  opened  the  door  and  let  it  flutter  shut  again. 


No  Prom  for  he 


He  climbed  up  the  dim  stairs  and  stumbled  down  the  hall- 
way to  his  room. 

Maybe  he'd  go  tonight.  The  button,  and  the  room  was 
flooded  with  light.  Bill,  on  one  elbow  and  eyes  blinking 
sleepily:  "Shut  off  that  damn  .  .  .  light  and  come  to  bed." 
Button,  and  the  light  was  off  and  Bill  had  fallen  back  into 
slumber.  The  room  was  flooded  with  the  light  of  the  glo- 
rious moon.  He  crossed  to  the  windows  and  looked  out  on 
the  lake  and  muttered  that  it  would  be  the  last  time  that  he 
would  see  that  for  a  long  time.     Tomorrow.     He'd  get  up 

early  and  pack.  Wonder 
what  his  fraternity 
brothers  would  say.  And 
he  owed  the  Chink  for 
his  laundry.  She'd  be 
sorry,  too,  when  he  was 
far  .  .  .  deep  slumber. 


The  sun  was  stream- 
ing into  the  room  when 
the  freshman  woke  him 
in  the  morning. 

"Wake  up,  it's  seven- 
forty  and  you've  got  an 
eight  o'clock.  An'  here's 
a  special  that  came  this 
morning  before  break- 
fast. Better  hurry,  fel- 
low." 

Morning.  Oh  yeh ; 
gosh  he  was  sleepy  and 
that  sun  reflected  on  the 
snow  hurt  his  eyes.  The 
letter.  Who — o — from, 
yeh,  from  Jane. 

Dearest — 

Just  a  little  note  in- 
viting you  to  the  party 
at  the  house  on  the 
twentieth.  I'm  aw- 
fully, awfully  sorry  I 
couldn't  tell  you  be- 
fore but  Dad  was 
down  on  the  idea  and 
told  me  I'd  been  see- 
ing too  much  of  you 
.  .  .  and  all  the  rest, 
you  know.  Finally 
convinced  him  that 
you're  the  one  and 
Hoorrav !  and  love  to  you. 


only,  so,  now  he 
my  sweetheart. 


dl  for 


Jane. 


Eight  minutes  to  get  to  class.  My  pants,  yeh,  and  that 
towel,  please.  Uh  huh,  oh,  I  knew  all  the  time  why  she 
hadn't  asked  me.  No.  Damn.  I  haven't  called  her  for  a 
couple  of  days.  I  bet  she  thinks  I'm  an  awful  bum.  And 
gosh  ...  the  Prom  .  .  .  only  a  couple  weeks  away. 
Whoopie  ...  on  your  horse  .  .  .  yeh,  she's  the  sweetest, 
the  finest.  .  .  . 


Illustrated     by      WENDELL      O.      KLING 


Another  month  rolls  by  and  the  riotous 
past  is  quite  forgotten  in  the  expectations 
of  the  Sig  Alph  prom.  Of  course,  it  is 
an  S.  A.  E.  dance  with  Wallie  Colbath 
leading  one  wing  and  Ess  Finn  and  an- 
other Sig  Alph  leading  the  other.  We 
won't  hazard  who  the  Sig  Alph  will  be 
as  the  market  is  constantly  fluctuating, 
but  Miss  Finn  has  been  taking  S.  A.  E.'s 
to  the  Proms  for  several  years.  Of 
course,  though  there  is  always  an  outside 
chance  that  Sam  Givens,  who  claims  that 
he  positively  will  not  pay  to  go,  will  get 
the  call  at  the  last  moment.  ...  It  is 
also  rumored  that  Colbath  and  Finn  are 
planning  to  elope  with  what  they  make 
on  the  gala  event. 


But  no  matter  what  happens,  Sumner 
Scott  will  probably  get  into  some  sort  of 
trouble  and  Scribblers  will  crash  the 
gate,  making  themselves  more  objection- 
able than  usual.  The  other  events  of  the 
crowded  week-end  are  so  arranged  as  to 
end — one  way  or  another — all  the  cam- 
pus romances.  After  prom  you  either 
marry  the  girl  or  never  speak  to  her 
again. 


Campus  romances  have  been  progress- 
ing smoothly  during  the  past  month  but 
a  few  changes  have  been  made.  Rose- 
mary Loetscher  has 
alienated  John  Does- 
burg's  affections,  for 
The  Great  Does- 
burg,  which,  you 
will  have  to  admit, 
is  an  achievement 
worthy  of  notice. 
Mickey  Erickson 
and  Heinie  Ander- 
son have  broken  up 
their  happy  home  at  the  Stadium,  and 
Blair  Walliser  is  suing  Paul  Capp  for 
separation.  They  have  been  living  apart 
for  over  a  month  now. 


There  is  also  a  sad  story  relative  to 
the  smashing  of  a  bottle  in  the  hip  pocket 
of  Paul  Sandegren  at  a  recent  dance. 
The  deed  was  executed  by  little  Lawson 
Hahn  who  asserts  that  it  was  all  a  mis- 
take and  nursed  a  cut  hand  for  days  aft- 
erwards. Sandegren  insists  that  it  was 
hair  tonic  but  a  casual  glance  at  his 
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cranial    covering    would    disprove    that 
theory. 


A  story  is  also  told  of  the  recent  initia- 
tion of  Grace  Strahl  into  some  mystic 
sun  worshippers'  cult  that  is  being  fos- 
tered by  her  literary  room-mate,  Kay 
Chase.  Huddled  about  a  fire  the  two 
could  be  seen  watching  the  sun  rise  the 
other  morning  over  the  lake.  It  marked 
the  first  time  that  young  Miss  Strahl  has 
stayed  up  all  night.  All  in  all.  Miss 
Chase's  influence  is  raising  Cain  with 
Grace,  as  the  editor  of  Scrawl  is  attempt- 
ing to  make  her  room-mate  play  with 
George  Creel  and  Paul  Capp. 


Cornelia  Ernest  reports  that  she  will 
not  wear  the  famous  bead  dress  to  the 
prom  although  Ede  Warner's  brother 
Bob  has  offered  to  bring  the  Phi  Delt 
frosh  down  to  help  her  into  it.  Corny 's 
sisters  of  the  mud  hook  insist  that  they 
are  dating  ofF  campus  men — they  must 
date  somebody  —  so  little  is  known  of 
their  reputations. 


The  other  day  a  pathetic  case  of  un- 
popularity was  brought  to  our  attention. 
Listen,  people,  there  is  one  Kappa  on  this 
campus  who  has  never  been  to  a  formal. 
The  chapter  is  really  alarmed  this  year 
as  she  is  a  senior  and  it  is  this  year  or 
never.  Now  you  fellows  who  have  the 
Northwestern  Spirit  (see  Red  Bucklin, 
late  head  cheerleader),  think  this  over 
and  see  if  it  doesn't  bother  you.  This 
department  has  been  authorized  by  the 
Student  Council  to  offer  the  magnificent 
sum  of  $5.00  to  the  man  who  will  take 
the  young  lady  to  a  formal  this  winter. 
No  questions  asked  and  no  quarter  given  ; 
please  apply  to  this  ofl'ice  if  interested. 


Frank  Baker  has  walked  off  with  one 
of  the  hottest  Willard  hall  cars,  thereby 
disproving  the  old  saw  that  love  is  blind. 


The  Theta's  have  purchased  an  old 
car  that  they  keep  parked  near  the  Delta 
Gamma  house  and  use  it  as  a  smoking 
room.  On  the  other  hand  the  Alpha  Xi 
Delt's  have  seemingly  discarded  smoking 
regulations  and  are  no  longer  seen  in 
Andrew's. 


The  Sigma  Delta  Chi  party  was  held 
at  the  North  Shore  Hotel  the  other  night. 
It  should  have  been  a  keen  party  with 
Kirk    Earnshaw    at 
the    executive    end, 
but    Fate    ordained 
otherwise.    Most  of 
the   delegates   heard 
that  the  majority  of 
the  women  would  be 
Delta    Gammas,    so 
they    immediately 
left    for    home    and 
Mr.  Earnshaw  was 

left  with  several  too  many  extra  dates 
and  no  one  to  take  them.  Suitable  re- 
freshments were  procured  from  Mr. 
Boden,  Graceland   1927.  -j 


During  the  past  month  most  of  the 
campus  journeyed  to  Illinois  and  re- 
turned without  any  more  than  the  usual 
number  of  Chi  Omega's  being  thrown 
out  of  school.  To  say  anything  in  de- 
tail of  Edna  Harbeck's  alleged  theft  of 
a  pint  of  gin  from  the  coat  of  a  Phi  Pi 
Phi  sophomore,  of  a  hundred  and  one 
other  interesting  events,  would  only 
precipitate  an  investigation  that  might  be 
embarrassing  to  Aunt  Polly  herself.  The 
Illinois  trip  proved  the  truth  of  that  old 
biblical  bromide,  "Let  he  who  is  with- 
out sin  cast  the  first  stone."  Or  was  it 
Shakespeare? 


Purple  Key,  the  society  of  prominent 
junior  men,  is  still  on  the  campus,  all 
obituary  notices  and  regrets  for  its  pass- 
ing, to  the  contrary.  We  also  under- 
stand that  the  men  are  going  to  meet 
sometime  during  the  year  to  pass  reso- 
lutions about  the  purposes  of  the  organi- 
zation. It  has  been  definitely  promised 
by  its  president  that  Purple  Key  will 
make  every  effort  to  get  together  and 
elect  the  membership  for  next  year. 


The  tunneling  to  the  west  of  the 
Alpha  Xi  Delta  house  has  caved  in,  leav- 
ing unsightly  holes  in  the  ground.  Now 
that  the  tunnel  has  been  so  disclosed  the 
girls  will  probably  have  to  find  another 
way  of  getting  in  at  night.  Things  will 
come  to  a  pretty  pass  if  the  girls  do  not 
find  some  other  way  in ;  what  with  the 
house  mother's  forbidding  the  girls  from 
coming  in  through  the  basement  win- 
dows at  all. 


But  —  nevertheless  —  the  Prom's  the 
thing. 

Aunt  Polly. 


PURPLE  ^^  PARROT 


"Did  the  police  indict  that  burlesque  actress?" 
"No.     They  couldn't  get  anything  on  her." 


THAT  PROM  DATE 

A  kiss,  a  sigh,  a  last  good  bye 
And  she  is  gone — 
A  smile,  a  curl,  another  girl 
And  life  goes  on. 


AH! 

"I  want  to  buy  you  something  to 
match  your  dress." 

"How  wonderful!" 

"What  color  are  you  wearing  to- 
night?" 

"Wine." 


MORE  BUNK 

The  most  profitable  business  today  is 
the  manufacture  of  relics  to  fill  the  thou- 
sands of  Lincoln  museums. 


Buy  a  tank  of  Periwinkle  Beauty  Wa- 
ter. Statistics  show  that  seventy-five 
movie  actresses  bathed  in  it  in  1927. 


Prom  Trotters 


PROM  NIGHT  INCIDENT 
"My  God,"  he  said,  still  staring;  and 
in  his  voice  was  hopeless  stark  tragedy. 
For  that  other  face  was  the  face  of  his 
watch,  and  those  little  hands  told  him 
that  he  was  half  an  hour  late  for  his 
eight  o'clock. 


A  LOVE  NOTE 

"He  kissed  me  and  I  felt  it  all  the  way 
to  my  toes." 

"What  a  wonderful  lover  he  must 
be." 

"Lover  hell !  He  was  standing  on  my 
feet." 


SCOTCH  JOKE 
"They    had    a    sale    on    coffins    this 
week — " 

"How  odd!" 

" — And  a  thousand  Scotchmen  killed 
themselves." 
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THE  JUNIOR  PROM 

It  is  a  pleasure,  indeed,  that  we  pre- 
sent the  Prom  number.  It  has  been  a 
delight  to  work  upon  it,  to  grin  over  its 
possibilities,  to  comment  upon  its  mean- 
inglessness.  We  wish  it  success.  We 
desire  it  to  be  the  best  prom  that  has  ever 
been  presented. 

Some  things  are  bothering  us,  though. 
We  have  just  about  decided  that  the  gym 
is  the  worst  place  in  the  world  to  hold 
a  dance.  The  lighting  is  terrible ;  the 
floor  is  worse.  The  hall  is  cold  and  un- 
^viting;  it  is  too  familiar  to  instill  that 
sense  of  "having  been  somewhere"  which 
one  likes  to  feel  after  the  dance  is  over. 
Take  the  Army  and  Navy  Ball,  for  in- 
stance. Since  we  have  been  in  school 
that  party  has  been  the  best  dance  of  the 
year.  It  was  held  at  the  Country  Club 
in  an  atmosphere  that  was  enticing  and 
in  a  place  that  was  not  the  ordinary. 
This  year  it  was  held  in  the  gym,  and 
we  are  sorry  to  say,  was  a  terrible  flop. 
Seemingly  it  can't  be  done  .  .  .  this 
making  a  party  a  good  one  in  the  gym. 
A  Dartmouth  boy,  not  trying  to  be  fresh, 
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but  merely  offering  a  comment  remarked 
that  the  dance  was  little  more  than  a 
"grown-up  high  school  party."  We,  in 
sorrow,  agreed. 

But,  if  the  dance  has  to  be  held  in  the 
gym,  what  can  be  done  to  make  it  better? 
First,  dim  the  lights  and  hire  a  colored 
spotlight  to  play  up  on  the  dancers. 
Next,  decorate  the  downstairs,  meaning 
the  lobby  and  the  hallway,  so  that  it  will 


not  be  so  cold  and  forbidding.  Find  some 
decent  sofas  for  the  lobby,  for  instance; 
borrow  a  couple  of  rugs  for  that  disagree- 
able tile  floor  and  drop  a  couple  of  tables 
around.  Then,  find  a  better  spot  for  the 
orchestra's  platform  than  the  Army  and 
Navy  Ball  committee  found.  We  sug- 
gest the  side  so  that  the  music  will  carry 
better  in  this  hall  where  the  acoustics 
are  awful.  And  maybe,  too,  the  Prom 
committee  could  borrow  the  canopy  from 
the  g)'m  which  is  always  evident  during 


Music  Festival  time.  It  would  add  a 
something  that  has  been  lacking  at  the 
other  parties. 

But  that's  enough.  Do  some  of  those 
things  and  we'll  be  mighty  well  satisfied 
and  the  prom,  we  think,  will  be  a  bigger 
success  than  it  has  been  in  the  past. 


MORE  ABOUT  THE 
HONOR  SYSTEM 

The  honor  system  is  again  the  subject 
for  discussion.  We're  quite  in  earnest 
about  this  whole  thing.  We  wish  to 
goodness  that  the  campus  could  really  be 
stirred  into  taking  some  real  action  upon 
the  whole  matter.  Here's  the  thing  in  a 
nutshell.  The  people  here  at  North- 
western are  just  as  fine,  and  just  as 
bionorable  as  they  are  any  place  under  the 
sun.  They're  willing  to  do  right.  They 
won't  cheat.  They're  fair.  And  they 
are  not  children.  The  honor  system  is 
for  people  of  their  calibre  and  so  we  wish 
to  go  on  record  as  coming  out  heart  and 
soul  for  it.  We'd  like  to  know  what  you 
think  about  it.  Let's  hear  some  thoughts 
expressed  upon  the  whole  business. 


PURPLE 


.  THE  DEBATE  TEAM 

We  take  the  matter  under  advisement 
of  suggesting  that  you  go  hear  the  debate 
team  every  once  in  a  while.  It  is  high 
time  that  Northwestern  men  and  North- 
western women  began  to  partake  a  bit  of 
the  intellectual.  The  debate  team  offers 
such  a  menu.    All  the  questions  are  ones 


of  current  interest,  and  all  are  handled 
by  men  of  proven  ability  as  thinkers  and 
as  speakers. 

School,  we  have  decided,  is  more  than 
reading  textbooks.  It  is  football  games, 
dances,  and  lectures,  too.  The  debate 
team's  contests  should  not  be  forgotten 
either,  for  in  the  end,  and  in  our  present 
sane  moments,  we  will  realize  that  the 
successful  debater,  he  who  can  think  and 
who  can  talk,  will  have  a  little  better 
chance  at  success  than  will  the  rest  of  us 
who  have  forgotten  to  grasp  these  oppor- 
tunities. A  full  house  at  the  next  debate 
or  at  the  next  forensic  contest  will  really 
warm  the  hearts  of  those  who  claim 
themselves  to  be  educators.  And  you 
will  not  be  a  loser. 


PARROT 


THE  FOOT  BALL 

SEASON 

This  is  being  written  a  week  after  the 
Dartmouth  game.  Polly  wishes  to  con- 
gratulate Coach  Dick  Hanley  on  the 
team  which  he  developed  this  year.  It 
is  our  opinion  that  it  is  one  of  the 
strongest  teams  in  the  country.  No  game 
was  lost  by  more  than  one  touchdown, 
and  each  defeat  was  only  after  a  mighty 
struggle  in  which  the  score  showed  but 
little  of  the  relative  merits  of  the  teams. 
At  the  same  time,  we  defeated  some  of 
the  best  teams  in  the  country,  ending  up 
the  year  with  the  overwhelming  victory 
over  Dartmouth.     It  has  been  a  success- 


ful season  in  this  year  of  grid  upsets. 
It  has  proven  that  Northwestern  athletics 
rank  with  the  athletics  of  any  school  in 
the  country.  It  has  shown  that  there  is 
a  Northwestern  fight.  We  say  again  that 
we  doff  our  hats  to  Dick.  He  did  a  won- 
derful job. 


JIMMT  O'KEEFE 

Along  about  the  middle  of  the  football 
season,  Jimmy  O'Keefe,  the  little  joy 
boy,  appeared  in  front  of  the  west  stands 
with  the  blazer  of  the  head  cheerleader. 
From  then  on  things  seemed  different. 
Cheers  were  cheers.  Songs  meant  sing- 
ing. All  the  time  he  was  out  there  in 
front,  doing  the  things  that  a  real  cheer- 
leader ought  to  do.  He's  there.  He's 
the  best  cheerleader  we've  seen  in  many 
a  moon  and  so,  we  take  off  our  hats 
again,  this  time  to  the  wee  sophomore, 
Jimmy  O'Keefe,  and  wish  him  the  best 
o'  luck  in  putting  Northwestern  on  the 
map  as  a  school  of  spirit.  It's  a  job,  but 
we  don't  doubt  his  capabilities. 


AND  LASTLY  .  .  . 

Merry  Christmas  and  a  Heppy,  Heppy 
New  Year!    Yeh,.  we  are  a  bit  early  but 


it's  our  only  chance  to  do  it  officially  so 
from  the  bottom  of  our  hearts  we  wish 
you  the  greetings  of  the  holidays ! 
Bye! 

IV.  H.  Fetridge. 


POLLY'S  CRACKERS 


'Mim/t 


Jo  O'Brien,  she  is  called  by  us'n  who  know  her.  She's  a  little  peach,  and  take  our  advice.  Some  time  ago  we  decided 
after  much  perusal  of  our  exchanges  that  she  was  about  one  of  the  best  girl  cartoonists  in  the  country  and  we  still  stick 
beside  that  decision.  She  draws  with  the  firmness  of  a  man  and  yet  instills  the  feeling  that  there's  plenty  of  girl  behind 
the  pen.  And  that's  going  some.  But  that  isn't  all  about  her.  Oh  no!  One  day  some  weeks  ago  she  came  in  and  handed 
the  editor  a  book  review  revealing  a  style  of  writing  that  made  him  realize  immediately  that  here  was  the  book  editor  he 
had  been  looking  for.  And  so  she  got  the  job,  and  she's  doing  mighty  well  by  it.  What  about  her?  Sophomore  only. 
Lives  in  Wilmette.     Drives  a  Chrysler  roadster.     And  gives   gorgeous  teas  .  .  .  and,  well,  find  the  rest  out  for  yourself ! 

IVilbur  Loarie  who  this  month  again  comes  to  the  attention  of  our  readers  because  of  his  Wanted — Heir  Male  and  his 
group  picture  of  the  Mexicanos.  Don't  rush  us.  We'll  tell  all.  Uh  huh!  Twenty-two;  works  as  an  artist  for  the  Chi- 
cago Tribune;  goes  to  Northwestern's  night  school;  is  an  obliging  cuss  and  awfully  interested  in  the  best  college  corjiic  in 
the  country.  His  favorite  mediums  are  dry-brush,  and  wash,  but  he  handles  colors  with  equal  dexterity  and  shows  plenty 
of  stuff  with  the  pencil.  Watch  his  stuff  and  realize  one  more  reason  why  the  Parrot  is  making  claims  of  showing  its  heels 
to  other  college  comics.     Huzzah  ! 

H.  E.  R.,  our  new  associate  editor,  when  handing  in  his  last  copy,  attached  a  note  as  a  way  of  apology  or  something. 
Unthinking,  we  sent  it  along  to  the  printer  with  the  rest  of  the  copy  and  it  was  duly  set  up  like  all  the  rest.  So  we  submit 
it  to  you,  for  inspection,  following  our  editorial  policy  of  showing  the  public  the  insides  of  our  business.  H.  E.  R.'s  note 
follows : 

"All  these  by  the  grace  of  God  and  Harold  E.  Rainville,  for  which  you  should  be  unduly  grateful  as  they  were  stricken 
off  in  the  intense  after-agony  of  having  five  teeth  removed.  May  the  blessings  of  Allah  be  upon  your  head — for  a  Beta  and 
Parrot  editor  can  know  no  God."  : 
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At  the  Prom 

"Lovely  dawnce,  ain't  it?" 

"I'll  say.     Isn't  the  music  adorable?" 

"Delightful.  And  say,  isn't  the  leader 
cute?" 

"Oh,  do  you  think  so?  I  don't  like 
his  mustache." 

"Why,  it's  darling.     It  tickles  me  .  .  ." 

"Ohhohoho  ...  so  that's  the  reason. 
It  tickles  you,  eh  ?" 

"Will  you  be  still  and  let  me  finish. 
It  tickles  me  pink,  I  was  going  to  say. 
You  might  at  least  not  be  rude." 

"Who  was  rude?  Just  because  I 
said  .  .  ." 

"You  said  enough.  Now  be  quiet  and 
let  me  listen  to  the  music.  You  babble 
on  like  a  two  year  .  .  ." 

"Aw,  lissen,  baby,  let's  go  out  and 
look  at  .  .  ." 

"I  should  say  not.  It's  too  cold  out- 
side." 

"Will  you  be  still  and  let  me  finish 
.  .  .  000 !  000 !  Let's  go  over  and  look 
at  the  leader's  mustache,  I  was  going  to 
say.  You  might  at  least  not  be 
rude  .   .  ." 

"Will  you  be  still?  Always  mim- 
icking me.  Always  tormenting  me.  If 
you  don't  look  out  I'll  be  handing  this 
pin  back." 

"Here  comes  Helen.    Let's  be  nice." 

"Hello,  folks,  what  an  adorable 
couple!"  W.  H.  F. 


THE  EVER  PRESENT  PROF 

"My  English  professor  is  very  absent- 
minded.  One  day  he  was  walking  down 
Davis  street  on  his  way  to  the  tailor 
with  a  package  containing  his  trousers." 

"That's  not  even  interesting.  But — 
in  what  way  is  your  professor  so  absent- 
minded?" 

"He  forgot  that  he  owned  but  one 
pair." 


RELIEF 


When  grief  lies  heavily  upon  your 
head,  and  your  friends  have  all  forsaken 
you,  and  you  are  old  and  decrepit,  don't 
worry.  Hundreds  of  people,  wanting  to 
see  you  happy,  are  waiting  to  be  your 
friends,  to  have  you  visit  them.  You 
are  first  in  their  hearts  and  they  will 
do  all  in  their  power  to  be  first  in  yours. 
They  love  you,  they  do,  these  American 
advertisers. 


"What  would  you  think  if  a  man  sat 
down  and  ate  four  legs  of  turkey?" 

"I'd  think  the  turkey  was  a  quadru- 
ped." 
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Please,  You've  Got  Me  All 
Wrong 

t  know  I'm  small — 
And  blonde — 
And  my  eyes  are  blue — 
But  you're  mistaken 
if  you  think  me 
unsophisticated ! 

I  may  be  little, 

but  there  have  been  moments : 

oh,  I  know  what 

a  moon  is  for. 

I  can  tilt  my  head 
and  slant  my  eyes 
And  say  "really" 
in  quite  the  proper 
cynical  drawl. 

I've  talked  over — Things — 
very  frankly, 
with  men. 

I  use  too  much  lipstick, 
and  wear  too  few  clothes. 

I  say  "damn" 

and  "hell" 

very  nicely  on  occasion. 

Why,   man,    . 

I  even  own  a  cigarette  case! 

The  Philosoph. 


I 


BUT— 

In  the  dimness  of  the  silent  night,  a 
poor,  ragged  creature  can  be  distin- 
guished from  other  hurrying  shadows. 
His  head  is  bowed  as  if  he  were  afraid 
of  the  clear  gaze  of  the  stars.  He  seems 
to  be  stealthily  following  a  jovial,  well- 
dressed  man  who  whistles  between  puiis 
of  his  cigar,  unconscious  of  the  tragic 
old  man  who  follows. 

Is  this  the  beginning  of  some  murder? 
What  is  the  mystery  of  it  all? 

Oh!  If  only  the  well-dressed  man 
would  turn!  Now,  the  old  man  bends 
over  suddenly — his  fingers  clutching  in 
fiendish  eagerness  as  he  cries,  "This  is 
the  end  I  I  have  been  waiting  for  this 
chance  a  long  time — in  fact,  I've  tracked 
you  over  six  blocks  for  your  cigar  butt!!" 
Sunny  (Gladys  Sundstrom). 


"To  err  is  human,  to  forgive  divine." 
Well,  our  present  day  grading  system 
needs  a  lot  of  radical  changes. 


Prof :  Can  anyone  name  a 
great  friendship  made  famous 
literature? 

Mary:    Mutt  and  Jeff. 


case  of 
through 


\ 
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"Oh,  Big  Boy,  do  you  think  I've  got  IT?" 


"Darling,  you've  got  THEM 


legs  and  Dandruff!' 


The  Popular  Girl  Goes  to 
the  Prom 

Pert  and  Bert  enter  the  ball  room  to 
dance. 

Pert:  "Say,  Bert,  isn't  the  music  di- 
vine? That  music  is  so  thrilling  that  in 
one  minute  .  .  .  ." 

— Stag  one  cuts  in — 
"you  have  it  .  .   .  ." 
Stag  i:    "Ah,  that's  pleasant  to  hear! 
You're  charming  yourself." 

Pert:    "Well,  smarty,  it  isn't  .  .   .  ." 

— Stag  2  cuts  in — • 

"like  me  .  .  .  ." 

Stag  2  :  "And  how,  baby !  Gee,  you're 
a  pip.     Do  you  like  me?" 

Pert:  "Say!  Who  said  anything 
about  liking  you  ?    If  only  .  .  .   ." 

— Stag  3  cuts  in — 
"Some  dancer  .  .  .  ." 
Stag  3:   "Thank  you!    You're  a  good 


stepper  too!     Is  5'our  telephone  working, 
sister?" 

Pert:     "It  sure   is!    The   line   is   al- 
ways .  .  .  ." 

— Stag  4  cuts  in — 

"red  hot!   .  .  .  ." 

Stag  4:   "Why  Pert!   Your  customary 
dignity  has  been  discarded,  and  .  .  .  ." 

Pert:    "Gee,  this  is  terrible!    I  only 
wish  that   .   .   .   ." 

— Bert  cuts  in — 

"Bert  .  .  .   ." 

Bert:    "Yes,  dear?" 

Pert:    "Thank  heavens,  this  dance  is 
over!     Let's  sit  out  all  the  rest." 

Sunny  (Gladys  Sundstrom). 


IDEAL  SHOES  FOR  PROM 
Jane:     Of  course,  I  want  them  com- 
fortable, but  at  the  same  time  good-look- 
ing and  attractive. 

Shoe  Clerk :     Yes  madam,   I   under- 
stand, large  inside  and  small  outside. 


Inside  Dope  From  a  Prom 
Trotter 

Getting  dates  for  Proms  is  a  fine  op- 
portunity for  a  display  of  witticism  on 
both  parts.  If  you  ask  an  out-of-town 
Mamma  or  Papa  for  such  an  affair,  and 
are  accepted  only  to  later  receive  a  tele- 
gram like  this : 

SORRY  SUGAR.  NO  SOAP.  Just 
gallop  to  the  nearest  store  and  dispatch 
special  delivery  special  handling  six  bars 
of  American  Family,  if  the  party  is  a 
girl,  or  Ivory  soap  if  a  man.  In  reply 
you  will  get  a  more  favorable  impres- 
sion, due  to  the  good  work  of  your  ready 
brain,  and  IT  will  sav — OH.  ALL 
WASHED  UP.  CAN  I  COME? 
And  this  time  you'll  snap  right  back  with 
SURE.  DRY  YOUR  EARS  AND 
COME  ON. 

It's  easy.    You  can  be  popular  too. 
D.  W. 


And  the  Almighty  took  up  a  hand  of 
dirt  and  said,  "Man,  vour  name  is  mud." 


LILUflN.  FITCH-  "~        /^ ,__,__; „—,- s— -8 

^  h  AM.  A  :k  '^  ^  '^  ^  A  ^  ^  ^  ^  'A  %  '^  ^  ^  '^  ^  ^  'A  %  %  ^  ^ 
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Prom  'n'  aides 
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R  ROT 


It's  about  time  that  the  Parrot,  being 
a  silly  bird,  took  a  couple  of  glances  at 
what  they're  getting  away  with  on  the 
Chicago  Stage.  We're  going  to  offer 
you  a  new  slant  on  the  theatre.  It 
would  measure  about  45  degrees,  since 
we  always  sit  in  the  gallery.  We  are 
probably  the  only  critics  who  judge 
shows  from  such  a  great  distance,  and  we 
only  do  it  because  we  like  to  get  a  new 
angle  on  what  is  presented.  This  way  we 
get  an  angle  all  of  our  own,  vastly  dif- 
ferent from  that  of  the  other  good  critics. 

This  issue  we  are  specializing  on  Mu- 
sical Comedy,  but  there  is  such  a  good 
thing  at  the  Blackstone  Theatre  that  we 
cannot  let  you  escape  without  knowing 
it.  That  is  the  New  York  Theatre 
Guild's  production  of  Porgy.  Don't  miss 
it.  Even  from  the  last  row  in  the  Gal- 
lery it  is  a  wonderful  production.  It 
has  more  atmosphere  than  all  outdoors, 
plus  a  strange,  stirring  appeal  which  de- 
fies expression,  while  the  singing  of 
negro  spirituals  is  nothing  short  of  per- 
fect. 

Sunday  night  we  saw  the  premier  per- 
formance of  a  fine  musical  show — No- 
body's Girl.  It's  a  sweet  little  affair, 
with  some  nice  tunes  which  bear  nice 
words,  worked  into  the  dialogue  which 
was  okey.  That's  about  how  we  express 
it  after  considerable  thought.  The  show 
has  a  careless  air  which  is  ingratiating, 
and  a  little  leading  woman  in  Use  Mar- 
venga  who  is  pretty  nice.  Roy  Cropper 
repeats  Student  Prince  songs  as  near  as 
possible,  without  really  copying. 

Frederick  Donaghey,  one  of  our  up- 
and-coming  contemporaries,  called  it 
"just  another  show,"  but  Fred  was  all 


sour  when  he  saw  it.  He  was  pretty 
tired,  having  been  up  late  reviewing  The 
Front  Page,  which  we'll  discourse  about 
in  our  next.  Nobody's  Girl  is  O.  K. 
anyway ;  a  dandy  little  comedy-operetta 
with  prices  which  are  not  the  shadow 
of  the  war  debt. 

Rio  Rita  rates  as  a  splendid  show,  just 


as  everyone  says.  This  fellow  Murray, 
a  big  blond  boy  with  a  splendid  voice, 
swings  through  his  part  with  the  bored 
ease  of  one  who  is  simply  pursued  by  an 
adoring  public;  but  he's  good  and  you 
can't  deny  it.  The  show  is  colorful  and 
extravagant,  filling  the  stage  at  the  Illi- 
nois in  great  shape.  Nice  leading  woman 
there,  too — Ethelind  Terry.  And  a 
couple  of  comedians  who  make  you 
laugh,  believe  it  or  not.  Don't  fail  to 
save  your  pennies  for  a  couple  of  months 
and  try  to  meet  Ziegfeld's  prices.  The 
hit  songs  are  "Rio  Rita"  and  "Follow- 
ing the  Sun  Around." 


Polly  takes  pleasure  in  establish- 
ing this  page  of  the  theatre.  It  is 
with  the  hope  that  ive  may  arouse 
interest  in  the  stage  we  have  com- 
missioned one  of  our  associate  edi- 
tors, Darrell  Ware,  to  be  our 
drama  critic.  He  is  intensely  in- 
terested in  the  theatre  as  ?nay  be 
attested  ivhen  one  realizes  that  he 
averages  three  shows  a  week. 
More  than  that,  he  is  the  big  boy 
behind  the  musical  comedy  that  is 
to  be  put  on  somewhere  along 
about  March  next  .  .  .  and  take 
our  advice  .  .  .  it'll  be  a  peach. 
Coupled  ivith  this  is,  of  course,  his 
ability  to  ivrite  cleverly  and  well 
.  .  .  all  in  all  the  page  should  be 
well  luorth  reading. 

The  Editor. 


And  in  this  space  we  had  a  dandy  re- 
view of  Five  O'clock  Girl,  but  we  read 
now  that  it  leaves  in  a  week.  We 
slammed  Eaton  and  praised  Pert  Kelton, 
and  were  doubtful  about  Oscar  Shaw. 
The  trouble  is,  we  go  to  press  so  early 
that  a  show  may  up  and  leave  before  the 
magazine  appears.  We  also  have  elimi- 
nated The  Skull  for  that,  and  other  rea- 
sons. 

In  its  place  we  rave  about  Golden 
Dawn  which  we  saw  last  night.  We  are 
still  thrilled  by  it,  still  in  its  grip.  It 
is  stupendous,  gripping,  wonderful,  if  a 
bit  illogical.  That  matters  not  —  the 
singing,  the  setting  and  the  whole  show 
is  perfect.   Robert  Chisholm  as  the  negro 


whip-cracker  is  marvelous,  with  a  voice 
strongly  reminiscent  of  Po'gy. 

The  music  is  an  integral  part  of  the 
play  and  not  featured  as  independent 
songs,  as  the  program  tells  you,  but 
"Golden  Dawn"  is  the  outstanding  num- 
ber. And  Josef  Urban  has  run  rings 
around  anything  else  he  has  ever  done 
in  the  way  of  setting.  Take  all  the 
shows  we  have  seen  this  year,  roll  them 
into  one,  and  they  have  to  fight  to  equal 
Golden  Dawn.  Laine  Blair  is  almighty 
cute,  and  can  dance  like  nobody's  busi- 
ness except  the  patrons.  See  it.  Hear 
it!     Heap  Big  Show. 

And  Ye  Ed  and  Ye  Scribe  passed 
out  our  allowance  the  other  night  to  see 
My  Maryland,  and  we  were  glad  that 
we  did.  You  notice  that  I  mention  the 
sums  of  money  we  pay  frequently,  in 
order  that  we  may  soon  get  a  working 
system  of  passes.  When  Shows  see  how 
destructive  we  can  be,  or  how  influen- 
tial, they're  sure  to  lift  us  down  of 
the  gallery  if  they  can  find  us,  and  park 
us  in  the  twelfth  row — close  enough  to 
hear  it  all  but  not  too  close  in  regard  to 
minute  criticism.  The  house  at  the 
Great  Northern  wasn't  full,  so  maybe 
this  show  will  move  soon. 


We  reverently  bid  good-bye  to  Good 
News.  You  were  great,  little  show,  and 
you  knocked  them  dead  for  forty-one 
weeks.  There  hasn't  been  a  show  in 
town  to  compete  with  you  in  your  own 
class — ever.  Our  Congratulations.  And 
by  the  way,  that  DeSylvia-Brown-Hen- 
derson  outfit  which  wrote  this,  also  did 
well  on  Ed  Wynn's  vehicle — Manhattan 
Alary,  which  escaped  before  we  could 
tell  j'ou  about  it.  Eventually  these  men 
will  drag  forth  a  totally  new  type  of 
musical  show — just  watch. 

Thus  endeth  the  first  lesson.  We'll 
see  a  lot  of  them  during  Christmas,  and 
then  give  you  more  valuable  information. 
Most  of  our  comments  have  been  com- 
pliments. That's  because  we  only  can 
afford  shows  reputed  good.  But  later 
on  we  will  go  to  see  a  bad  show  in  order 
to  razz  it  properly.  Then  we  will  have 
gained  the  necessary  prestige  in  the  eyes 
of  everyone,  including  some  of  the  other 
better  known  critics  of  our  set.  'Tisn't 
necessary  but  'tis  nice.  And  with  that 
we  return  the  opera  glasses  and  get  our 
dollar  back.  Darrell  If  are. 
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Mr.  Phun's  Pun 

Mr.  Phun  had  but  recently  learned  to 
play  bridge.  He  still  had  the  habit  of 
picking  up  his  cards  as  he  got  them.  In 
this  game,  however,  he  met  a  man  who 
objected  to  such  tactics. 

"Will  you  please  leave  your  hand  on 
the  table!" 

"Aye,  aye,  Captain.  Sort  of  all  hands 
on  deck,  eh?" 

"I  don't  wish  to  be  stern  with  you,  sir, 
but  if  you  start  a  flow  of  puns  you'll  soon 
have  a  row." 

"Yacht?  Canoe  imagine  that !  Well, 
maybe  I  can  sail  along  without  too  much 
wind." 

"Please  try  to  anchor  your  jaw,  you 
make  more  noise  than  a  fleet  in  action." 

"My  what  a  broadside.  Your  wit 
just  pins  me  to  the  mast." 

"I  bow  to  your  compliments  but  I 
would  rudder  you  would  play  cards,  then 
the  funnel  begin." 

"Guess  we  can  navigate  as  soon  as  I 
get  my  cards  into  drydock.  This  quar- 
ter deck  is  hard  to  handle." 

"Mate,  you're  steering  straight  for 
trouble  when  you  nock  my  port. 

"Bottoms  up,  boys,  I  salute  the  Cap- 
tain on  his  Bridge." 

H.  E.  R. 


1 


DOG  DAYS 


And  then  came  the  dog-days  of  August, 
With  puppy-love  thriving  the  best, 
And  an  infant  of  two  years  my  junior 
Came  close  to  the  top  of  the  list. 
But  innocence  finally  grows  boring. 
And  I  felt  the  need  of  a  rest. 
So  I  sent  him  off  with  the  statement, 
"Don't    worry,    dear;    Mother    knows 
best." 

Now  when  the  summer  is  waning, 
I  realize  I  lost  every  chance — 
But,  really,  what  are  so  fleeting 
As  the  mem'ries  of  summer  romance? 
B.  F.  H. 


AH! 

Trickle,  trickle,  little  beer. 
How  I  wonder  if  you're  near. 
Whether  you  be  near  or  far  (Ed.  note — 

terrible) 
Please  pass  the  cucumbers. 


FOR    SALE:     Seven    wives.      Will 
sacrifice.     Mr.  Bluebeard. 
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Junior  Prom  at  Four 

All  the  boys 
Lots  of  noise 
Volstead  punch 
Half  stale  lunch 
Girls'  glad  rags 
Rampant  stags 
Music's  din 
Drug  Store  Gin 
Lots  of  pale 
Ginger  ale 
Ice's  clink 
"Have  a  drink" 
Men  about 
To  pass  out 
Lighting  dim 
Chaperons  grim 
Drunken  brawl 
In  the  hall 
Phi  Delt  stews 
Singing  blues 
Betas  late 
Crashing  gate 
Freshman  girls 
Woolworth  pearls 
Marcelled  locks 
Milgrim  frocks 
Lack  of  bucks 
Borrowed  tux' 
Loud  debates 
Purloined    dates 
Home  Sweet  Home 
No  more  "pome." 

Ned  Fleming. 


And  now 

Yellow  Cab 
men  to  play 


the  latest  news  is  that  the 
Company  has  forbidden  its 
checkers. 


and  tell  him  I'll  be  right  down. 


"I've  heard  you're  got  a  ner>>  Ford." 

"No,  just  the  old  one  with  the  squeaks  tuned  an  octave  lower.' 


THE  GIRL  THAT  GOT  15 
PROM  BIDS 

The  fair  Susan  was  heard  to  sigh, 
And  murmur  soft  and  low 
And  ask  that  someone  tell  her  why 
The  men  all  loved  her  so. 


Irate  Pa:  What  do  you  mean  by 
bringing  my  daughter  in  at  this  hour? 

Young  Feller:  Well,  I  gotta  be  at 
work  by  seven. 


STENO  WORK 

Business  Man  (Butter  &  Egg)  : 
Well,  Miss  Smith,  would  you  like  to  take 
a  business  trip  with  me  next  week? 

Miss  Smith  (chewing  hard)  :  Say,  I 
may  be  your  typewriter,  but  I'm  not 
nortable. 


WHEN  SUMMER  IS  DONE 

June  brought  the  roses  and  moonlight, 
And  under  their  influence,  John — 
With  eyes  like  the  orbs  up  in  heaven. 
And  manners  that  outdid  Don  Juan. 
We  parted  one  night  in  a  fever 
That  cooled  with  the  coming  of  dawn, 
And  when  I  awoke  to  the  morning. 
My  first  summer  lover  had  gone. 

July  followed  close  with  her  sunlight 
And  brought  all  the  crops  to  a  head — 
I  fell  in  love  with  gay  Richard 
Who  couldn't  earn  money  nor  bread. 
I  wouldn't  wash  clothes  for  a  living. 
Nor  scrub  anyone's  dirty  floor — 
And  he'd  rather  loaf  and  go  hungry — 
So  speedily  he  found  the  door. 


Nowadays   when    a    man    paints    the 
town  red  he  has  to  use  water  colors. 
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"The  Clover  Boys  at 
Fairview  Hall" 

or 
"Bully  Bludgeon's  Revenge" 

It  was  the  night  before  Junior  Prom 
and  all  of  the  lads  of  Fairview  Hall  Mil- 
itary Academy  were  on  tip  toe  with  ex- 
citement. The  gymnasium  had  been 
gaily  decorated  with  pretty  festoons  of 
chrome  and  violet,  the  Academy  colors, 
while  fir  boughs  and  Japanese  lanterns 
swung  from  the  rafters.  Even  kind  old 
Doctor  Deadhead,  the  lovable  though 
absent-minded  principal,  had  caught  the 
fever  of  anticipation  and  had  planned 
a  jolly  little  surprise  supper  of  delectable 
cookies  and  milk  to  be  served  at  the  con- 
clusion of  the  dance  at  lo  o'clock. 

The  girls  had  arrived  from  Brookside 
Seminary  early  that  afternoon  in  charge 
of  Miss  Simpkins,  a  dour  but  kindly  old 
maid,  and  were  at  the  moment  safely 
locked  up  in  a  near-by  barn  where  their 
shrill  cries  and  merry  chatter  could  be 
easily  heard  by  the  jolly  Academy  cadets 
as  they  eagerly  hurried  thru  their 
afternoon  lessons. 


Everyone  was  gay  and  full  of  joyous 
anticipation  but  Bill  Bludgeon,  the 
school  bully,  who  with  his  cronies  Sammy 
Sneak,  Marty  Mucker,  and  Robin 
Rogue,  crouched  in  their  secret  cave  over 
forbidden  cigars  and  plotted  vengeance 
against  our  young  friends  the  Clover 
Boys  who  were,  of  course,  running  Jun- 
ior Prom. 

"Curse  them,"  muttered  the  bully,  "I 
will  queer  their  game." 

"We  will  make  them  cry  quits,"  said 
Sammy. 

"We  will  make  the  Clovers  smart  for 
this,"  sneered  Marty. 

"We  will  fix  those  smarties,"  echoed 
Robin. 

"Huzza,"  cried  the  bullies.  "We  will 
block  them." 

Suddenly  there  was  a  knock,  and  Pro- 
fessor Pumphrey  entered.  As  my  read- 
ers all  know,  the  sour  Arithmetic  teacher 
was  an  old  enemy  of  the  Clovers  because 
they  refused  to  curry  favor  with  him, 
and  he  never  lost  a  chance  to  do  them  a 
mean  turn.  Prof.  Pumphrey  greeted  the 
bullies  warmly,  lit  a  cigar,  and  said 
angrily,  "Those  young  snipes  tripped  me 


Thirsty  Sweetie:    My  gord,  and  you  a  bootlegger! 


up  in  class  again  today  curse  them." 
"Never  mind,  teacher,"  sneered  Bill, 
"I'll  take  them  down  a  peg.  The  Clovers 
will  sing  a  different  tune  when  they  hear 
of  this."  He  then  unfolded  his  wicked 
scheme  and  at  the  conclusion  all  of  the 
evil  lads  shouted  gleefully,  "Huzza,  this 
will  teach  the  Clovers  how  many  buns 
make  a  dozen." 


The  Prom  was  in  full  swing.  After 
the  grand  march  led  by  the  Clover  Boys 
the  Cadet  band  struck  up  a  lively  Two- 
Step  and  the  young  people  pirouetted 
gaily  around  the  gym  and  even  the  good 
old  Doctor  was  unable  to  sit  still  and 
gallantly  whirled  Miss  Simpkins  about 
the  floor,  while  that  worthy  old  maiden 
pretended  to  be  very  angry  but  was  ce- 
cretly  as  pleased  as  punch  and  enjoyed 
every  bit  of  it. 

At  the  stroke  of  ten  huge  pitchers  of 
foaming  milk  and  vast  plates  of  golden 
cookies  were  brought  in  by  the  grinning 
waiters  and  all  sat  eating,  drinking  and 
laughing  merrily  when  suddenly  there 
was  a  commotion  at  the  far  end  of  the 
room.  A  cadet  had  arisen  to  his  feet 
and  stood  swaying  and  shouting  horrible 
epithets.  Dr.  Deadhead  leapt  to  his  feet, 
but  instead  of  rebuking  the  unhappy 
youth  he  merely  nudged  Aliss  Simpkins, 
waved  a  glass  of  milk  and  trumpeted, 
"Anna  virumgue  cano.  Wow!  what  a 
cow!     Whoopie!" 

The  confusion  became  general.  Girls 
and  boys  joined  in  the  uproar  and  there 
followed  a  terrible  scene  of  indiscriminate 
petting  and  horse-play.  At  the  height 
of  the  riot  there  was  heard  an  evil  laugh 
and  Bill  Bludgeon  was  discovered  peer- 
ing through  a  window. 

"You  cad,"  cried  Tom  Clover,  "this 
is  one  of  your  dastardly  plots." 

"Yes  it  is,  Tom  Clover,"  sneered  the 
bully,  "and  the  next  time  you  drink  milk 
from  Farmer  Brown's  dairy  touch  a 
match  to  it  and  see  if  it  burns.  If  it 
does  it's  wildcats'  milk.  Ha  Ha  Ha!" 
And  with  this  he  slid  to  the  ground  and 
rejoined  his  evil  companions  who,  with 
the  sour  Arithmetic  professor,  awaited 
his  return.  Chuckling  fiendishly,  they 
then  slunk  away  to  their  secret  cave. 

"You  think  you're  smart,  you  mean 
fellow,"  flung  Tom  after  them,  "but 
when  I  sober  up  I  will  be  richly  revenged 
upon  you  for  this  night's  work!" 

And  he  ^vas,  as  we  shall  see  in  the 
next  volume  of  our  series  entitled  "The 
Clover  Boys  Among  the  Polar  Bears"  or 
"Stymied  by  Southern  Sea  Lions." 

\ed  Fleming. 
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How  He  Done  Her  Low 

By  AL.  DUCK 

A  problem  play  in  one  act,  and  no 
action,  which  describes  the  disappoint- 
ment of  the  doughty  Dido. 

Act  I.  Scene  I.  The  curtain  rises, 
disclosing  Dido  and  Aeneas  in  a  cave, 
in  which  they  had  taken  shelter  from  a 
rainstorm.  Aeneas'  sport  model  chariot 
is  parked  outside  next  to  a  fireplug.  The 
old  gray  mare  is  seen  nonchalantly  chew- 
ing on  a  nearby  whiffle-tree. 

At  the  crack  of  dawn.  Dido  bounds 
out  of  her  corner  and  leads  with  a  wicked 
smile.     They  go  into  a  clinch. 

Enter  Dido's  maiden  aunt,  Cathar- 
tica. 

Cathartica :    Ahem ! 

The  lovers  break,  and  Aeneas  noncha- 
lantly reaches  for  a  Murad. 

Cathartica:  Perfectly  disgraceful! 
I'm  sure  I  don't  see  why  you  have  to  in- 
dulge in  such  things  in  my  presence.  My 
parents  would  certainly  have  been  sur- 
prised to  find  that  I  was  carrying  on  like 
that! 

Aeneas  (Giving  her  the  up  and  down)  : 
Undoubtedly,  madame,  undoubtedly. 

Cathartica  ( Moving  towards  the 
exit)  :     Humph ! 

Aeneas :  So  sorry  you  have  to  go.  I 
was  hoping  to  see  more  of  you. 

Cathartica  :  How  dare  you  !  Young 
man,  your  impertinence  is  unbearable ! 
(Going  out  trying  to  keep  her  nose  in 
the  air  which  is  hard  to  do  because  there 
is  so  much  of  it.) 

Aeneas :  Your  aunt  is  about  as  wild 
about  me  as  my  bootlegger  is  about  his 
own  gin. 

Dido :     Love  me,  love  my  aunt. 

Aeneas :  One  is  more  than  enough, 
thank  you ;  besides,  thy  Greek  friend 
gripeth  me  mightily. 

Dido :  Are  you  accusing  me  of  being 
two-faced  ? 

Aeneas :  Well,  one  face  couldn't  be 
that  ugly. 

Dido:  One  more  crack  like  that  and 
mama's  gonna  slug  papa! 

Aeneas:  Aw,  you're  so  slow  you  can't 
stop  fast. 

Dido:  That's  enough.  Get  for  your 
tent,  you  mang)-  Arab. 

(Walks  away  with  her  chin  out  like 
a  flag  of  Yom  Kippur,  and  stumbles  on  a 
convenient  rock.) 

Aeneas  (Aside,  with  a  nasty  chuckle)  : 
Just  like  a  trained  seal  reaching  for  a 
herring.  (Then  aloud)  Well,  so  long, 
little  sweetbread. 

Dido  (Turning,  with  a  pleased  smile 
on  her  silly  map)  :    You're  a  dear,  Eenie. 


"Pappa,  how  can  Uncle  Ben  walk?     Both  of  his  legs  are  wooden." 
"Oh,  he  just  lumbers  along." 


Aeneas:  A  sweetbread,  my  dear  Dido, 
is  a  cow's  pancreas. 

Curtain. 

Scene  H.  Aeneas  is  seen  driving 
slowly  down  "Broad"way,  the  Wilson 
Avenue  of  Carthage.  He  sees  a  nice 
pair  of  ankles. 

Aeneas:     Quo  vadis,  kid? 

Gal:  Home,  fresh!  And  further- 
more I  don't  want  to  go  down  to  the 
beach,  or  for  a  ride  in  the  countrj',  or  up 
to  your  apartment,  or  to  Henrici's  for 
lunch,  or  to  a  matinee  next  Wednesday, 
or  out  for  a  short  beer.  And  that's 
that! 

Aeneas:  Ah,  that  one  so  fair  could 
be  so  rough.  Well,  let  me  take  you 
home,  anyway. 

Gal:  All  right,  but  you  gotta  promise 
not  to  pull  no  rough  stuff  on  me.  I'm 
a  good  gal,  I  am. 

Aeneas:     O.  K.,  babe. 

They  drive  up  to  Dido's  palace  and 
park.  Aeneas  immediately  begins  ex- 
periments in   natural   philosophy. 

Enter  Dido:  Egad,  what  have  we 
here?    Why  you  bald-headed  bum. 


Enter  Dido's  Greek  friend,  Menee- 
laius. 

Dido  dives  for  him  and  they  go  into  a 
huddle  on  the  palace  steps. 

Each  couple  tries  to  outneck  the 
other.  As  the  competition  grows  hotter, 
enter  Cathartica. 

Cathartica:  Dido!  What  are  you 
doing? 

Dido:  I'm  not  doing  anything.  I'm 
being  done  by. 

Aeneas:  What!  (Goes  over  and 
smacks  down  Meneelaius.)  Back  to 
your  restaurant,  useless.  And  don't 
come  back  till  you've  taken  a  shower. 

Meneelaius:  What!  A  shower? 
With  winter  coming  on? 

Aeneas:  Dido,  you  ain't  done  right 
by  me.     I'm  gonna  sail  at  sunrise. 

Exit  Aeneas,  dragging  the  gal,  and 
driving  Meneelaius  before  him  with  sev- 
eral well  directed  kicks. 

Curtain  falls  as  Aeneas  sets  sail, 
chuckling  over  Dido's  funeral  pyre  which 
glows  on  the  nearby  shore. 

Dick  Oldberg. 
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PUN 

Guest :     Where's  the  other  one  ? 

Waiter:  What  do  you  mean  "other 
one?" 

Guest :  The  menu  says  that  the  des- 
sert is  a  Pear. 


One :    He  has  a  corporation  mouth. 
Two  :    What  do  you  mean  ? 
One :     Very  firm. 


(Waitress  looking  at  nickel  tip  left 
by  close  guest.)  "What're  ya  trying  to 
do,  seduce  me?" 


BLUSH!    BLUSH! 

Boy :       Say,    why    do    they    call    you 
"Teddy?" 

Girl:    Listen  fella,  don't  get  personal. 


Jack :  There's  a  fellow  on  our  street 
who  repairs  Lizzies  and  they  call  him 
Ford.     Why? 

Jill:     Because  that's  his  name. 


Guest :  I  say,  waiter,  there's  some 
cigarette  ash  in  my  soup. 

Sloppy  One:  Oh,  that's  all  right,  it'll 
sink. 


TAPEWORMS 


Gawd  I 

No,  sweet,  I  don't  want  a  cig — 

I'm  not  ritzing  you,  angel — it's  just — 
well  I'm  not  in  the  mood.     Get  it? 

I  don't  even  want  a  hot  fudge  sundae 
— what's  the  matter  with  me,  Peg?  Do 
I  look  pale? 

No,  I  haven't  been  studying  too  hard 
— don't  be  silly.  I'm  sorta — I  mean  I'm 
kinda — I  mean  sorta — listen,  angel : 

Without  spraining  my  imagination  a 
bit,  I  can  see  the  fireside  scene  so  plain 
it  isn't  funny.  I  mean  I  want  to  get  a 
man's  slippers,  and  shop  for  a  potato 
knife  and  a  reproduction  of  Randall 
Parrish's  "Dawn."  I  mean  I  wouldn't 
mind  looking  meek  when  told  not  to 
smoke  again;  I'd  like  to  have  me  given 
hell  because  I  would  wear  too  much  lip- 
stick; I'd  like  to  get  good  and  sore  be- 
cause he  phoned  he  won't  be  home  to 
supper.  I  think  it  would  be  something 
to  be  introduced  as  "the  little  woman," 
and  I  could  even  stand  the  suspicion  that 
at  the  club  I  was  being  referred  to  as 
"my  good  lady."  I  wonder  what  being 
a  members  of  the  "Better  Mothers'  club" 
is  like — I'd  like  to  be  chairman  of  the 
program  committee  or  something  for  it. 

My  Gawd — My  Gawd,  Peg — I  must 
be  in  love! 

The  Philosoph. 


AW,  LISSEN 

"And  the  first  thing  I  thought  about 
was  you." 

"Ah,  a  thought!  And  your  first 
thought  was  of  me.  You  darling,  v^^hy 
did  you  spoil  your  pretty  little  blank 
mind?" 


ADVERTISEMENT 
Tap,  tap,  tap — here  comes  youth,  trip- 
ping lightly  for  its  newest  thrill,  de- 
liciously  fragrant.  Made  especially  for 
you  youthful,  buoyant  bits  of  loveliness 
is  this  plaything  of  the  gods,  this  idol 
of  the  angels,  this  force  that  makes  the 
world  your  harp,  charming,  enchanting, 
bewitching — the  Glutz  Garbage  In- 
cinerator. 


A  MOUTHFUL! 

Guest :  Did  you  broil  or  roast  the 
meat? 

Irate  One  (spluttering  over  hot 
mouthful)  :  What  do  you  think  she  did, 
froze  it? 
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The  Strange  Case  of 
Miss  Annie  Spragg 

Louis  Bronifield 
Frederick  A.  Stokes  Co.,  New  York 
Louis  Bromfield,  author  of  The  Green 
Bay  Tree,  A  Good  Jl'oman,  and  other 
praiseworthy  novels,  is  one  of  the  fore- 
most writers  of  contemporary  American 
prose.  His  characteristic  vitality  and  re- 
markable narrative  ability  are  very  ob- 
vious in  his  latest  book,  The  Strange  Case 
of  Miss  Annie  Spragg  which,  by  the  way, 
has  been  a  "best  seller"  for  some  time, 
deservedly. 

The  Strange  Case,  is  much  more  than 
a  book  built  upon  a  single  character,  as 
one  might  imagine  from  its  title.  It  is 
founded  upon  the  lives  and  personalities 
of  an  extremely  odd  assortment  of  char- 
acters. There  is  for  example.  Miss 
Annie's  father,  the  prophet  Spragg,  who 
must  have  been  a  veritable  "King  Ben." 
The  story  woven  about  the  life  of  father 
d'Astier,  who  failed  in  that  to  which  he 
aspired,  is  an  exceedingly  human  one. 

Bromfield  has  made  use  of  a  method 
similar  to  that  well-known  one  in 
Wilder's,  Bridge  of  San  Luis  Rey.  In- 
stead of  uniting  the  series  of  stories  in 
The  Strange  Case  of  Miss  Annie  Spragg 
by  means  of  the  falling  of  a  bridge,  Brom- 
field causes  the  mysterious  death  of  the 
eccentric  old  maid,  Miss  Annie  Spragg. 
The  discovery  of  a  statue  of  Priapus, 
with  its  sexual  symbolism,  and  the  quota- 
tion of  a  moral  from  Thomas  a  Kempis, 
at  various  appropriate  places,  serve  to 
further  the  necessary  relationship. 

By  straightforward  presentation  of 
fact,  clever  use  of  detail,  and  excellent 
character  delineation,  Bromfield  has  pro- 
duced a  very  convincing  and  enjoyable 
book. 

Marion  Fry. 


Money  for  Nothing 

By  P.  G.  fVodehouse 
Doubleday,  Doran  and  Company 
Of  course,  it  may  simply  be  our  per- 
verted taste,  but  it  seems  to  us  that  P.  G. 
Wodehouse,  of  all  our  so-called  humor- 
ists, is  the  only  one  who  is  really  funny. 
There  is  no  use  arguing  with  us — we  are 


quite  unreasonable  on  the  subject.  Wc 
chuckle  delightedly  over  his  latest  novel, 
whatever  it  is,  and  read  huge  sections 
of  it  aloud  to  our  long-suffering  friends. 

It  is  very  difficult  to  analyze  the 
peculiar  charm  of  Wodehouse's  style.  In 
Money  for  Nothing,  as  in  his  other 
novels,  there  is  a  beautiful,  rather  non- 
essential heroine,  and  a  clumsy,  stupid, 
entirely  lovable  hero  involved  in  various 
and  sundry  hilarious  adventures.  The 
plot  rambles  about,  concerning  itself  now 
and  then  with  the  activities  of  one 
"Soapy"  Malloy  and  his  lovely  wife, 
who  attempt  to  rob  an  old  English  manor 
of  its  ancestral  treasures.  The  situation 
is  complicated  by  the  addition  of  a  feud 
between  two  old  families,  which  provides 
for  the  time-honored  Romeo  and  Juliet 
theme. 

There  is  nothing  in  this  meager  out- 
line, seemingly,  to  warrant  our  enthu- 
siastic recommendation ;  but  Wodehouse 
would  be  funny  without  any  plot  at  all. 
His  characters  are  real,  thoroughly  like- 
able, and  alwaj's  a  little  pathetic.  They 
are  gentle,  and  helpless,  and  puzzled ;  so 
Fate  gives  them  a  crushing  blow  when 
they  aren't  looking. 

We  were  about  to  say  something  to 
the  efifect  that  true  comedy  is  closest  to 
tragedy,  but  we  stopped  ourself  just  in 
time. 

Josephine  O'Brien. 


Sing  Sing  Nights 

By  Harry  Stephen  Keeler 
E.  P.  Button  &■  Co. 

Three  gentlemen,  all  noted  authors, 
are  spending  their  last  night  in  the  Death 
Cell,  awaiting  execution  in  the  early 
morning.  Because  of  the  nature  of  their 
crime,  and  because  it  has  been  proved 
that  only  two  of  the  three  could  have 
been  guilty,  they  are  given  a  single 
pardon  signed  by  the  governor,  and  are 
to  decide  among  themselves  which  man's 
name  shall  be  filled  in — the  other  two  to 
die.  They  decide  that  each  shall  tell  a 
story,  and  the  one  that  pleases  the  jailer 
the  most  will  save  the  life  of  its  author. 
Such  is  the  ingenious  background  of  the 
three  excellent  short  stories  in  Sing  Sing 
Nights. 

The   first   story-teller   calls   his   story 


"The  Strange  Adventure  of  the  Giant 
Moth,"  which  proves  to  be  a  mystery 
tale;  and  as  the  Irish  warden  said  at  its 
close,  "  'Twas  a  game  ye  played  with  me 
— yez  put  ahl  your  car-rds  on  the  table 
and  yet  ye  had  one  up  your  sleeve  all  the 
time."  The  second  tale  is  also  a  mystery, 
with  a  very  enjo>able  love  element 
woven  in,  and  to  quote  Shanahan  again, 
"That  there  wur  a  swift-movin'  yarn. 
It  hild  me  from  start  to  finish."  Its 
title,  "The  Strange  Adventure  of  the 
Twelve  Coins  of  Confucius,"  together 
with  the  fact  that  the  plot  is  laid  in  Chi- 
cago, suggests  its  possibilities.  The  third 
story,  "The  Strange  Adventure  of  the 
Missing  Link,"  is  the  most  unusual  of  the 
three,  a  fantastic  bit  of  fiction  laid  in  the 
world  of  physiological  science. 

If  one  is  able  to  ignore  such  incidentals 
as  the  perfect  English  spoken  by  the 
Chinese  girl  in  the  second  story  and  the 
artificial  conclusion  to  the  book,  it  is 
very  enjoyable  reading,  and  even  the 
most  particular  of  readers  should  find  at 
least  one  of  the  tales  to  his  taste. 

Paul  Gulp. 


The  Battle  of  the  Horizons 

Sylvia  Thompson 
Little,  Broivn  and  Co.,  Boston 
It  is  unfortunate  that  a  young  author 
be  proclaimed  a  rising  genius  upon  the 
publication  of  her  first  novel.  Sylvia 
Thompson  received  very  favorable  com- 
ment upon  The  Hounds  of  Spring.  Be- 
cause of  its  merits,  the  American  reading 
public  has  expected  a  very  great  deal  of 
her  second  work.  The  Battle  of  the 
Horizons,  and  it  has  not  been  disap- 
pointed. 


"Is  she  a  nice  girl?" 

"I'll  say.  The  other  night  when  she  dreamt 
she  went  for  an  auto  ride,  she  walked  in  her 
sleep." 
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He:    Fill  my  cigarette  lighter,  please, 
dearest. 

She:     Oh,  fill  it  j'ourself.     I  haven't 
got  the  energine. 

Flamingo. 


"Had  an  engagement  last  night  with 
one  of  the  Siamese  twins." 

"Have  a  good  time?" 

"She  didn't  even  show  up.    The  poor 
girl  couldn't  get  away." 

Satyr. 


"My  love  for  you  is  like  the  clouds 
above." 

"But  don't  you  think  they  are  hang- 
ing a  little  low  this  afternoon  ?" 

Voodoo. 


Joe :  Why  do  men  always  have  to 
wait  on  women  ? 

Donald :  It  goes  clear  back  to  the  be- 
ginning, when  Adam  had  to  wait  until 
God  made  Eve. 

Kitty-Kat. 


Newsboy — Extra !     Extra ! 
Miss  1928 — Oh,  if  you  have  an  extra 
one,  I'll  take  it. 

Flamingo. 


Herb:     "Where  I  come  from,  men  are 
men." 

Jim :     "Yes.     Is  that  why  they  chased 
you  out?" 

Lyre. 


Frosh  :    What's  an  athlete? 
Callous  Coach :     Aw,  ask  the  woman 
who  owns  one ! 

Dodo. 


"How  come  they  aren't  using  the  hud- 
dle system  today?" 

"Oh,  the  quarterback  ate  onions  for 
lunch!" 

M' oof  us. 


Joe:     "Mary  has  the  grippe." 
Jack:     "You  don't  say!     Did  she  get 
the  password  ?" 

If  oof  us. 
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Professor :  I  should  think  that  a  col- 
lege man  of  your  age  would  want  to  get 
down  and  study. 

College  Man:  Yes  sir,  so  do  I,  and 
I'll  go  out  and  see  if  I  can't  find  him 
for  you. 

Kitty-Kat. 


Dick:    That's  the  best  thing  I  like  about 


Don:    What? 
Dick:    My  arms. 


-Gargoyle. 


Member  of  Corporation:  "Well, 
young  man,  what  are  you  following  here 
at  the  Institute?" 

Course  XV:    "Co-eds." 

M.  O.  C:  "Don't  be  silly.  A  co-ed 
isn't  a  study." 

Idiot:  "Well,  one  of  them  taught  me 
a  lesson." 

Voodoo. 


Rosie:  What,  marry  you,  Abie?  Why, 
you  couldn't  even  keep  me  in  stockings. 

Abie:    Well  then,  be  stylish,  Rosie,  be 
stylish ! 

Banter. 


Me :     "There  was  a  time  she  could 
have  married  anyone  she  pleased." 
Ow  :     "And  she  never  married?" 
"Nope,  she  never  pleased  anyone!" 
Flamingo. 


Soph :     Have  you  forgotten  that  you 
owe  me  ten  iron  men? 

Frosh :    No  1    Gimme  time ! 

Dodo. 


"My  father  was  a  great  western  poli- 
tician in  his  day." 

"What  did  he  run  for?" 
"The  border." 

Kitty-Kat. 


Dean :     "Young  man,  do  you  enter- 
tain girls  in  your  apartment?" 

Soph:     "I  think  so,  they  seem  to  like 
to  come  up." 

Voodoo. 


Hatty:  What  are  you  doing  the  next 
fourth  of  July? 

Batty :     Nothing.    Why  ? 

Hatty:  I'm  having  some  fireworks 
over  at  my  house.  Would  you  like  to 
come  over  and  help  me? 

Batty:     Sure.     What  can  I  do? 

Hatty:    You  can  be  the  punk. 

Banter. 


"Hey,   Roomy!      Have  you  seen   my 
pocketbook?" 

"No,    have   you    looked    in    all   your 
pockets?" 

"All  but  my  left  one." 

"Why  not  that  one?" 

"If  it  ain't  there,  I'll  drop  dead." 

Mugwump. 


Curios — "Are  large  ears  a  sign  of  gen- 
erosity ?" 

Pessimist — "In    the    person    who    has 
them  or  in  the  nature  that  gave  them." 
Hulla  Baloo. 


Speaking  of  elections:     "Which  man 
you  want,  Rastus?" 

"I  don't  care  myself.     I'se  jest  thank- 
ful only  one  of  dem  can  get  it." 

Old  Maid. 


Mollie  sat  on  a  stove,  and  it  was  "hot 
ta  Mollie." 

Old  Maid. 


"These  links  are  terrible,  caddy.  " 
"This  ain't  the  links,  Sir.     You  got 
off  them  a  long  time  ago." 

Mugicump. 
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Real  Folks  at  Home  {The  Greeting  Card  Writer)    :    ByBRiccs 


\   LOve   You    FAR,  [ROSES  ARE  Reft' 

I  t.ov£  Yoo  raSAR,  \viOL6r5  ARE  BLUE 
VJHAT  HAV/e  Yoo  GOT  (HOW  WOULD  VoO  UKE 
FOR   i>irv.MER,JDeA(?  ^jSm£  IRISHSTgw' 


'The  vwiMDow  \was  opem,  ]t  havg  no  use  ~ 
HE  Coughed  so  HftRx>  \  ^oR  '^  wife 

HE  BLEW  ALL  MV  PAPERS  )    '"'^T  SCoi-DS 
OUT  IMTo  The.  VaRD  yeu'^  :£>Li  SHOULD 

^ /  Have  Told  him 

To  Si^oKe  OLD  GOLDS 


HE  Promised  me  othsr    (F  You  HftVE  A CftRT(}M, 

AND  HE  BOUGHT  A  CftRT6N  C=^L  .  ^?  l.f^J^ 

AND  B0U6HT  fve  OME  ^REAK  OoTftPACKftGE 

—  ~Jl\f-ii>  GlUE  ME  A  LIGHT 


.  WORKED  OMGREETING       1/      ACCEPT    MV 
RHYME3    /<^LL  PAY  ^      HEART  (EST 

Anp  iHflT FOOL, Jack  BROWN)        regre-ts 

CouGHHP  thenv/>i>nay/^"^'^'*^|;^^*<''j:j.'^ 

3UIV\  CIGARETTE.^ 


The  TiMES  I  ve  tbuo  him  U  "-ike  THe^MELi. 

AT   LEAST   ARE  Tw£MTY  r- '^  CI6ARE I  Xe 

But  Believe  me  This  TiMe'/'^''g°'-D^1°'-'' 
He  GOT  IT   PlemTY  r-r^S  the  Finest 


IN  An  old  Gold  5mo(<e  r  NOT  a  CouCH  ' 
There  is  r-«)THiM<i     Iim  a  carload. 
But  Pi_eAS0R6,  \  piCH  as  W(Ne, 

OP  AL.L  The  BRAKD5\(vt|L0  AND  MELLOW 

it'5  The  GREAtestJ  amd 

TR6A5L>RB^/-YS'^0OTm  AnO  F'ME 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 
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Indignant  Parent  (6  a.  m.)  :  Young 
man,  what  do  you  mean  bringing  my 
daughter  in  at  this  hour? 

Flaming  Youth :  Well,  I  gotta  be 
at  work  by  7. 

Dodn. 


John  Alden:  "May  I  kiss  thee  on  the 
cheek?" 

Priscilla:  "Yes,  John,  thee  may  kiss 
me  on  the  left,  then  on  the  right  cheek, 
and  thou  mayest  also  hesitate  a  long  time 
between  them — if  thee  cares  to." 

Jester. 


iiiriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiie 

I  The  Store  of  Home  Made  Candy  | 

I                ¥oY  Better  Home  Made  Candies  = 

\        pV^  I 

=                     Ckj^  /%ym      Better    than    anything    else.  = 

Q/^d^ilS      Beach  &  Geils  Home  Made  Candy  I 

will  carry  your  Xmas  message.  = 


m 


w 


1633  Orrington  Ave. 
Evanston,  III. 

567  Lincoln  Ave. 
Wilmette,  111. 


550  Central  Ave. 
Highland  Park,  111. 

1519  Hyde  Park  Blvd. 
Chicago,  111. 


iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiEiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiriiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiir 


Repulsed  Young  Gentleman :  "Tcht! 
Tcht !  I  simply  must  stop  reading  these 
collegiate  stories." 

California  Pelican. 

"Sir,  I  want  your  daughter  for  my 
wife." 

"And  I,  sir,  am  not  willing  to  trade." 
Satyr. 


What's  the  use  of  lovin' 

There  ain't  no  aim, 

What's  the  use  in  lovin' 

It's  only  pain, 

What's  the  use  in  kissin' 

He'll  only  tell, 

What's  the  use  in  anything — 

Ain't  life  hell! 

Hulla  Baloo. 


Wi) 


Phi   Delt:      I    miss   the  old  cuspidor 
since  it's  gone. 

"Mother":    You    missed    it    before. 
That's  why  it's  gone. 

Flamingo. 


HIE  YOURSELF 
TO  THE 

COFFEE 
SHOP 

Chicago  Avenue  at  Davis 

FOR  A  REALLY  GOOD  MEAL 
OF   YOUR   OWN   SELECTION 

Self  Service  Operated  by  the 

North  Shore 
Hotel 


Lay  A^vay 
A  Gift  a  Day 

A   systematic   way   to  buy  your 
gifts  without  missing  the  money 

Simply  pay  a  small  deposit  and  the 
balance  at  your  convenience  and 
the  merchandise  you  select  will  be 
held    for    delivery    when    required. 

HARRY  J.  BABY  CO. 

Wholesale  Jewelry 

703  Heyworth  Bldg.      29  E.  Madison  Street 

CHICAGO 


Diamonds 
Watches 
Jewelry 
Silverware 


Trophies 
Stationery 
Bridge  Prizes 
Costume  Jewelry 


Imported  Novelties 
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From  Sophomore 
President 

We  chose  All  American  Tailors 
to  make  our  new  sophomore  vests 
because  of  their  reputation  for  fine 
tailoring. 

Frank  Baker 

From  Chairman  of 
Vest  Committee 

Sophomores  want  the  best  and  All 
American  Tailors  give  just  that. 

Jimmy  White 


A  Distinctive  Line 
of  Hand  Tailored 

Suits 

Overcoats 

And 

Topcoats 


ORDERS  TAKEN  FOR 
CHRISTMAS  DELIVERY 
UNTIL  DECEMBER  16th. 


We  will  have  a  Campus  Repre- 
sentative  After  January  First 


Phone  Wabash  9451 


6th  Floor         <>"         63  E.  Adams  Street 


arato^ 


.J/ 

Xiiperseam 

Stitches  will  not  ravel 
even  though  thread 
is   cut   or  broken. 

THE  pull-on  glove  is  quite  the  smartest  thing 
for  street  or  driving.  The  "Saratoga  Flair" 
combines  comfort  and  durability  with  its  dis- 
tinction. Of  strong  flexible  Calf-skin  with  a  side 
vent  which  makes  it  easy  to  slip  on  and  off.  Hand 
cut,  with  hand  sewn  back  and  hem — and  washable ! 

Daniel  Hays  Gloves 
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EYES  THAT  CHARM 


,ylre  ^^t  Smpaired  by  Qlasses 
of  the  'Him less   Type 

eJHELL  rims  are  popular  for  sport,  for 
desk  work  or  for  reading  comfort.  Yet 
wherever  people  gather  and  wish  to  look  well, 
the  rimless  styles,  the  Colonial,  the  Oval,  the 
Leaf,  and  above  all  the  Puritan,  are  favored. 

Aimer  Coe&  Company 

Scientific  Opticians 
1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Orrington  at  Church  Street 


5^  Complete 
Service  for 
"your  Car 


Let  Evanston's  largest  and 
most  complete  garage  take 
over  the  storage  and  mainte- 
nance of  your  car. 

Courteous,  prompt  expe- 
rienced service  in  a  central, 
convenient  location. 


f 


Oiling.  Greasing 
Storage,  Simonizing 
Washing,  Repairs 


I 


Service  Garage 


1  725  Sherman  Ave. 

Greenleaf  4850-4851 
opposite  Varsity  Theater 


Prof:     "The  names  of  your  parents, 
please?" 

Frosh:     "Papa  and  Mama." 

Voodoo. 


)^?i 


"Girls  were  harder  to  kiss  in  your 
day,  weren't  they,  grandpa?" 

"Mebbe,  mebbe,"  ventured  the  old 
gentleman,  "but  it  wasn't  so  blame  dan- 
gerous. The  old  parlor  sofa  wouldn't 
smash  into  a  tree  about  that  time." 

Woofus. 


"How  were  the  races?" 

"Rotten.  When  the  horse  I  was  bet- 
ting on  passed  me,  I  leaned  out  and  hol- 
lered, 'They  went  up  that  way.'  " 

Muffwurnp. 


GEORGETTE 

HAIR  SHOPPE 


Phone  Univ.  1 476 


1  720  Sherman  Ave. 


WOMEN'S  EXCHANGE 
CAFETERIA 

1627  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 
WEEK  DAYS  SUNDAYS 

No  Breakfast  No  Breakfast 


11:00  to  2:00 
5:00  to  8:00 


11:00  to  2:30 
5.-00to8:00 


TWENTY  THREE  YEARS 
Same  management  Same  good  food 
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She:    How  do  you  like  my  new  dress? 
He:    Great  for  the  shape  that's  in  it. 
Flamingo. 


1st  Coo-ed :  I'm  sorta  homesick. 
Aren't  you  ? 

2nd  Coo-ed :  Oh,  no.  I  have  rela- 
tives here — a  Big  Sister,  a  sorority 
mother,  and  a  fraternity  papa. 

Dodo. 


'^^^^ 


She — "I  suppose  you  are  on  the  foot- 
ball team?" 

He  (proudly) — "Well,  yes;  I  do  the 
aerial  work." 

She — "What  is  that?" 

He — "I  blow  up  the  footballs." 

Satyr. 


EvaKai'ouSchur 

60WN/  — WP^P-T  — J-DOQ.TXWEAR, 

1605  Chicago  Avenue 

'North    Shorp    Hotel)     EVANSTON 


3)o  "your 

Christmas  Shopping 

diem 


Have  your  Christmas  gifts  for  the  whole  family  before 
you  go  home!  You  will  find  gift  suggestions  here  for 
Dad,    Mother,   sister,   brother — even  for  the  "32nds". 

Our  Gift  Shop  and  Sporting  Department  are  all  set  for 
you.     Do  your  shopping  now! 

OiaiuSierls 


X^^CCKMC^^ 


^ 

A 

1 

y  E 


/vuntairv  Souare  ♦ 


i 


Students  Headquarters  Since  1895 
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Foot  Ball  Season 
Nearly  Over  ^  ^ 


but  the  crowd  is  always 
at 

HEW^S 

616  CHURCH 


"Say,  can  I  borrow  your  tie  tonight?' 
"Sure.     Why  the  formality?" 
"Oh,  I  couldn't  find  it." 

Flamingo. 


^#1® 


"This  is  so  sodden,"  said  the  young 
lady  as  she  was  wringing  out  her  wet 
bathing  suit. 

Satyr. 


^^M€5 


Bashful  Young  Man:     "I   am  going 
to  steal  a  kiss." 

Not-so-Bashful  Girl:     "Let  the  crime 
wave  begin." 

Voodoo. 


SPARE  TIME  COURSES 
IN  ART 


that  are  directed  to  a  deflnite  end  under  the  guidance 

of  instructors,  all  of  whom   are   outstanding  in   their 

profession. 

DRAWING  ILLUSTRATION 

INTERIOR    DECORATION 

ADVERTISING    ART 

PAINTING  CRAFTS 

DESIGN  FOR  THE  INTERIOR  OR  THE  STAGE 

Regular  day  classes  from  9  to  4,  every  day  ex- 
cept Saturday.  Evening  classes  from  7:30  to  9:30 
on  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday  evenings. 


Enrollment  at  any  lime  Illustrated  catalog  on  request 

636  Church  Street   THE   EVANSTON    ACADEMY   OF    FINE   ARTS       Creenleaf  1674 

CARL   SCHEFFLER,  Director 
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Unlvvrstty 
Library 


"If      Lindbergh      married      Gertrude 
Ederle,  what  would  their  children  be?" 
"I'll  bite,  what?" 


"Flying  fishes.' 


Old  Maid. 


'fc^d 


Father:     "So  you  smoke?" 
Co-ed:     "Yes,  father." 
He  :    "Well,  save  me  the  coupons,  will 
you?" 

Flamingo. 


'%=^ 


Don :  May  I  help  you  across  the 
street  ? 

Donnetta:  Yes,  but  you'll  have  to 
help  me  back  again.  I  live  on  this  side. 
Dodo. 


^^^ 


"Yassuh,  Rastus,"  crooned  his  mammy, 
"you  am  just  a  carbon  copy  of  your  old 
pappy." 

Kitty-Kat. 


^BEAUTY  SHOPPE 

cMarceling,      -      '\Permanent  Waving, 
Fing,er  Waving,     -     cManicuring, 

Facials     -     Scalp  Treatments 
cvlll  Kinds  of  <T3eauty^  Culture 

Come  to  This  Shoppe  Before  Attending  Your  Formal  or  the  'Prom 

UNIVEI^SITY  800 
1710  ORRINGTON  AVE.       EVANSTON,  ILL. 


BENJAMIN  SILBERMANN 

Boo  ks eller 

117  East  Chicago  Avenue 

Opposite  Water  Toiuer 

Will    pay    high  prices  for 
used  College  Text  Books! 


**No  Other  Restaurant 

is  as  well  prepared  to  serve 
the  students  with  good 
food    for    little   money.  " 


University  Restaurant 

Wieboldt  Hall  ^^  McKinlock  Campus 


Fountain  Service  "^^  Candies 
Cigars     c-Ks     t>K5      Cigarettes 


DODGE 
BROTHERS 

MOTOR  CARS 
C.  M.  McDonald 

1019  Davis  Street         University  224 


L. 
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PURPLE 


PARROT 


@ 

Smart 

Hosiery 

Companions 

of 

Phoenix" 

are 

"Blue  Moon" 

"Holeproof" 

"Artcraft" 

and 

"Kayser" 

—  A 

Family 

of 

Aristocrats  — 

Everyone! 


Lvdoxton 


Northwestern 
Goes  ^Thoenix*^! 

In  tKis  college  hosiery  center, 
'  Phoenix"  is  the  winner!  College 
^irls  like  its  sheerness,  its  elusive 
shades,  and  the  ■way  it  wears. 
All -silk  chiffons,  picot  edg,ed. 
$1.95 

Firil  Floor- 


"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  ihe  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July, October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 

intensive,  three-months*  course  in 

stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors    Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

Randolph  4347  12lh  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 

S^^fc^fc^Mli^MB  (3404  B) 


Clerk  (at  Co-op)  :     "Would  you  like 
your  name  on  your  pen?" 

Freshman:     "No,  thanks.     I  can  re- 
member who  I  am." 

Voodoo. 


Bennie:    "I  made  a  fraternity !" 
Dora:      "Why    didn't   you    join   one 
that  was  already  there?" 


)^M 


Banter. 


Visitor:  "Do  you  mind  going  to 
school,  little  boy  ?" 

Little  Boy:  "Well,  I  don't  mind  go- 
ing or  coming  either.  It's  the  staying 
I  hate  so." 

Old  Maid. 


Wi 


It  is  generally  believed  that  students 
living  in  fraternity  houses  are  perfectly 
satisfied. 

They  have  "no  room"  for  complaint. 
Uulla  Baloo. 


See  Sally 

for  your 

Formal  and  Dinner  Dresses 

SALLY-DEANE  SHOPPE 

722  CLARK  STREET 

Opposite  Williard  Hall 


BOB-O-LINK 

TEA  AND  SAND\VICH  SHOP 

155  East  Chicago  Avenue 

(Under  Management  of  the  Interstate  Co.) 

Catering   to  Northwestern   Students 

LUNCHEON  40c  DINNER  75c 

Tuesday  and  Thursday 
SPECIAL  STEAK  DINNER 
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THE  CLASS  OF  1930 

JUNIOR 
PROM 

couples  whirling  to 
the  strains  of  Bobby 
Meeker's  orchestra 
.  .  .  beautiful  favors 


unique  decora- 


tions 


f 


rerres 


ments  .  .  .  whoopie ! 
December  14 

Patten  Gym 
9-2 

We  II  be  seeing  you! 

JUNIOR 
PROMENADE 


Co-eds— Co-eds  ~ 
gorgeous^  sleepy-eyed 
Co-eds  .  .  . 


Here  is  a  forceful,  brilliant  article  about 
Northwestern  University  by  Bernartl  De  \oto, 
former  faculty  member,  who  writes  of  gor- 
geous, sleepy-eyed  co-eds  with  shining  legs 
tripping  up  and  down  X.  V.  halls.   .    .   . 

Of  alumni  who  go  out  resolutely  into  the 
sticks  in  search  of  men  —  more  men  and 
tougher  men  for  N.  L  .  teams.   .   .   . 

Of  the  faculty — some  pious,  some  ignorant, 
some  militantly  dull,  but  withal  a  faculty  of 
greatness.   .   .   . 

Never  before  such  an  article,  and  it  is  but 
one    of    fourteen    features     in     the    January 

College   Humor   which  we  oflfer  you  with 

five  more  numbers  for  a  single  dollar. 

Other  Specials  in  the  January  f;oi^LE(;E 
HUMOK. 

Pointed  Heels,  a  feature  story  of  the  year. 

Those  Gay  Old  Dosis,  first  article  about  T. 
N.  E.  and  Phi  Beta  Kappa  in  the  old  days. 

In  Paris,  Hockey  in  the  !\orllncest.  The  Bride 
of  Ballyhoo,  ^onng  Lochinvar. 

Just  fill  in  the  coupon  below,  attach  a  dollar 
and  drop  it  in  the  mail. 


Enclosed  is  St  for  (lie  iit'xl  six  issues. 

IWame 

Address 

City State 

Mail  to  College  Humor.  1050  N.    LaSalle  St.,  Chieafio 


For  a  slender  figure — 
'Reach  for  a  Lucky  instead  of  a  sweet^' 
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It's  toasted" 


No  Throat  Irritation-No  Cough. 

©  1928,  The  American  Tobacco  Co.,  Manufacturers 


